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CHAPTER    I. 


A    STRANGE    MILLIONAIRE. 

A  MAN  dragged  himself  along  the  frozen 
floor  to  the  entrance  of  a  rude  driftwood 
shelter,  and  sent  his  wolfish  gaze  ranging 
over  the  landscape.  The  range  was  not  a 
wide  one.  Though  it  was  but  an  hour  after 
noon,  the  sun  had  already  sunk  below  the 
pine-tops,  and  even  the  nearer  distances  were 
wrapped  in  the  gloom  of  the  coming  Arctic 
winter.  In  the  morning  the  first  snow  had 
fallen,  and  such  light  as  there  was  came  chiefly 
from  the  reflection  of  the  ever-thickening  white 
mantle  that  would  cover  the  barren  earth  for 
months  to  come. 

Limited    as     was    the     prospect,    it    had 
enough  in  it  of  the  terror  of  utter  solitude  to 
draw  a  groan  from  the  occupant  of  the  hut. 
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On  one  side  stretched  the  belt  of  pmes  that 
frmged  and  hid  the  mighty  river;  on  the 
other  lay  an  undulating  snow-clad  plain, 
covered  as  yet  to  no  great  depth,  but  effec- 
tually beleaguering  the  victim  of  a  crushed 
ankle.  Beyond  the  plain,  dimly  visible  in 
skeleton  outline  only,  a  wall  of  mountains 
ran  for  some  way  parallel  to  the  river  and 
terminated  sharply  in  one  giant  bald-headed 
bluff.  But  of  man  or  of  man's  works  there  was 
no  sign,  and  no  sound  of  any  living  thing  save 
the  groan  from  the  entry  of  the  hut,  provoked 
by  the  lack  of  other  sights  and  sounds. 

The  groan  brought  on  a  piteous  fit  of 
coughing,  and  for  some  minutes  the  man 
lay  panting,  trying  to  subdue  the  rattle  of  his 
lungs.  Then,  slowly  and  painfully,  he  crawled 
back  to  the  far  end  of  the  shelter  and 
huddled  close  to  the  smouldering  embers  of 
a  nearly  burned-out  fire.  For  a  while  he 
watched  the  expiring  glow.  Then,  with  an 
effort,  he  stretched  out  his  hand  for  the  two 
last  remaining  slabs  of  pine  bark  and  placed 
them  on  the  fire,  fonning  it  into  flame  with 
his  ragged  hat. 
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"  My  last  chance ! "  he  murmured.  "  If  no 
one  sees  the  smoke  before  nightfall,  I  shall 
be  wolf-meat  to  morrow." 

The  smoke  from  the  fresh  fuel  went 
wreathing  through  the  chinks  of  the  hut, 
causing  him  to  cough  again;  but  he  fought 
down  the  jarring  rattle  as  best  he  could,  so 
that,  hoping  against  hope,  he  might  listen 
for  the  help  that  did  not  come.  So  he  lay, 
holding  his  breath  and  listening,  till  it  was 
MO  dark  for  there  to  be  any  chance  of  his 
smoke  being  seen.  At  length  he  uttered  a 
cry  of  despair. 

"I  left  it  too  late  by  a  week,"  he  moaned. 
"Every  soul  has  cleared  out  of  the  country, 
and  I'll  lay  there's  no  white  man  nearer 
thar  '^^ircle  City.  It  don't  make  no  odds, 
perhaps.  I've  got  my  death-warrant,  signed, 
sealed,  and  delivered,  in  my  chest  here,  but  I 
did  want  to  die  in  good  old  Hampshire.  Ay, 
and  I  wanted  to  look  in  Rupert  Malahide's 
false  face  first,  and  to  tell  him  that  I  died  a 
richer  man  than  he  and  hating  him  stronger 
than  ever." 

This  human  derelict,  whose  accent  was 
B  2 
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that  of  an  Englishman,  had  not  the  air  of 
belonging  to  the  upper  strata  of  society.  In 
that  rude  solitude  dress  went  for  nothing; 
his  rough  hunting-shirt,  topped  by  a  thread- 
bare velveteen  coat,  might  have  been  worn 
there  appropriately  by  peer  or  peasant,  but 
his  speech  was  marked  by  the  broad  "burr" 
common  to  the  sons  of  the  soil  in  rural 
Hampshire.  Such  of  his  features  as  were 
visible  through  the  matted  hair  and  beard 
were  coarse  and  strongly  marked ;  he  was  of 
great  stature,  but  his  naturally  powerful  frame 
was  wasted  by  the  ravages  of  disease;  his 
eyes  blazed  with  the  brightness  of  far- 
advanced  consumption. 

"  No,  it's  no  go,"  he  muttered  again 
presently,  when  the  slabs  of  bark  had  burned 
clear  and  the  smoke  ha'd  nearly  ceased.  "It 
is  as  black  as  pitch  outside.  Given  there 
was  any  living  creature  hereabouts,  there'd 
be  no  chance  for  me  to  be  noticed.  No  food 
since  yesterday,  and  now  there's  nc  more 
firing — a  toss-up  whether  I  starve  or  freeze 
first  Starve  or  freeze!"  he  exclaimed,  with 
a  weird  chuckle  that  was   akin  to  a  sob  of 
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despair,  and  started  him  ofF  coughing  once 
more.  "And  me  worth  millions — three  millions 
at  least  in  solid  gold — all  my  own,  and  honest 
come  by,  stowed  away  within  ten  mile  of 
where  I  must  die  wanting  a  crust  of  bread." 

The  hours  sped  by,  the  embers  died  away, 
and  a  merciful  insensibility  swooped  down 
upon  the  self-styled  millionaire. 

In  the  morning — if  that  could  be  called 
morning  when  the  belated  sun  struggled  over 
the  distant  bluflf — two  men,  one  of  them 
white,  the  ether  an  elderly  Indian,  came  up 
from  the  river  through  the  belt  of  pines  and 
saw  the  shelter  simultaneously.  The  Indian, 
after  the  manner  of  his  race,  was  tall,  gaunt, 
and  solemn  of  countenance ;  the  white  man  was 
short  and  slight,  with  features  which  might 
once  have  been  refined,  but  which  had  suf- 
fered by  stress  of  weather  and  reckless  living. 
He  was  quite  young,  and  walked  with  a 
jaunty,  quick  step,  which  made  the  Indian,  for 
all  his  stately  stride,  grunt  in  his  efforts  to 
keep  pace. 

With  chaiucteristic  caution  the  Indian 
came  to  a  halt,  and  unslung  his  Winchester 


6 


SPECTRE   GOLD. 


riflft  "Ugh!  a  lodge  of  the  pale-faces,"  he 
ejaculated. 

"Well,  what  of  that,  you  bloodthirsty  old 
ruffian  ?  You  ain't  on  the  war-path,  are 
you  ?  '*  replied  his  companion.  "  Besides,  it's 
long  odds  against  anyone  being  there.  The 
few  miners  that  have  been  about  the  head- 
waters of  the  Yukon  this  season  must  have 
skedadd^od  for  Circle  City  before  now.  When 
we  passed  up  a  week  ago  we  met  most  of 
them  going  down  stream,  you  know." 

With  some  show  of  reluctance  the  Indian 
reslung  his  rifle  and  followed  the  English- 
man, who  had  hardly  slackened  his  steps. 
"  Blue  Lightning  not  on  the  war-path,  but 
best  be  ready,"  the  red  man  replied.  "Plenty 
bad  men  among  miner  people." 

The  other  indulged  in  a  monkeyish  grin. 
"We  are  not  exactly  saints  ourselves,  if  it 
comes  to  that,"  he  retorted.  "You  ought 
to  be  a  Balliol  don.  Blue  Lightning,  with 
all  your  power  of  casuistry.  Just  stay  here, 
will  you,  while  I  go  on  and  see  if  there  is 
anybody  in  the  hut  ? " 

The  Indian,  to  whom  the  last  sentence  was 
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alone  intelligible,  grunted  gravely,  and  again 
halted  in  his  tracka  The  little  Englishman, 
picking  his  way  over  the  snow-covered  moss, 
walked  up  to  the  shelter  and  looked  in.  Then 
he  disappeared  into  the  interior,  only  to  put 
his  head  out  again  almost  immediately. 

"Come  here,  Blue  Lightning,"  he  called; 
"the  gentleman  is  at  home,  after  all" 

A  moment  later  these  queer  companions 
stood  over  the  unconscious  occupant  of  the 
hut — the  red  man  silent  and  unemotional,  the 
white  man  restless  and  excited.  The  last 
spark  had  died  out  of  the  embers,  though 
there  was  just  enough  warmth  left  in  the 
ashes  to  have  prevented  death  from  frost 
A  faint  movement  of  the  shoulders  showed 
that  the  prostrate  figure  still  breathed. 

"  It  is  the  White  Ghost,  is  it  not  ? "  asked 
the  Englishman,  who  had  been  using  much 
pantomimic  gesture  to  arouse  a  corresponding 
excitement  in  the  Indiaa 

"Yes,  he  the  White  Ghost,"  was  the  in- 
different reply. 

"Come  outside  and  pow-wow  then,"  said 
the  other.    "This  may  pan  out  the  best  stroke 
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of  luck  we've  hit  on  for  many  a  day— better 
than  salmon  and  peltries.  Stay,  though,  I'll 
give  him  a  dose  of  the  merry  fire-water 
first.  Circle  City  rum  would  make  a  corpse 
sit  up." 

Producing  a  flask  from  the  pocket  of  his 
hunting-shirt,  he  poured  some  liquid  between 
the  sick  man's  lips,  and  without  waiting  to 
note  the  result,  followed  the  Indian,  who  had 
preceded  him  into  the  open. 

"  Now,  Blue  Lightning,"  he  said,  when  they 
had  gone  beyond  earshot,  "you  know  more 
about  this  chap  than  I  do.  The  talk  among 
the  gold  prospectors  is  that  he  has  struck  it 
rich — made  a  big  pile,  in  fact!" 

It  is  probable  that  the  Indian  did  not 
understand  his  white  friend's  colloquialisms 
word  for  word,  but  he  had  enough  English 
to  gather  their  general  meaning.  He  had 
lighted  a  red-earth  pipe,  and  was  smoking 
stoically  as  he  leaned  against  a  pine-stem. 
He  smoked  on  in  silence  for  over  a  minute 
beforo  he  answered : 

"The  gold-hunters  make  a  heap  of  lies. 
When    they   no    make    lie    about    their  own 
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findings,  they  make  lie  about  other  men. 
They  talk  that  the  White  Ghost  has  found 
plenty  gold  in  secret  place.  The  Great  Mani- 
tou  alone  knows  if  it  is  true." 

"Your  people  call  him  the  White  Ghost 
because  he  is  so  thin  and  ill,  eh  ? " 

"  He  is  very  sick  and  very  quiet ;  he  comes 
and  goes  like  the  wind  among  the  forest 
trees — no  one  see  how;  he  keep  away  from 
camps  of  other  miners,  all  to  himself  Not 
bad  man,  but  no  friends  with  anyone — pale- 
face or  Indian.  So  call  him  Ghost,"  replied 
Blue  Lightning  sententiously. 

"  I  see,"  said  the  Englishman,  tracing 
figures  on  the  frozen  snow  with  his  boot 
and  speaking  rather  to  himself  than  to  his 
companion.  "  It  all  points  to  this  spectral 
Johnny  having  struck  gold  rich,  and  the 
chances  are  that,  not  being  able  to  carry  it 
all  down  to  the  Settlements,  he  remained  in 
the  district  after  the  other  miners  cleared  out 
in  order  to  hide  it  away.  Doubtless  he  would 
return  in  the  spring  with  means  of  transport. 
He  must  have  injured  his  foot  in  trying  to 
launch  that  canoe  which  we  found  broken  in 
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the  rapids,  and  probably  he  lost  his  food  sup- 
plies at  the  same  time.  Luck  hasn't  come  my 
way  since  I  was  sent  down  from  Oxford,  but 
it  seems  to  be  going  to  smile  at  last.  Blue 
Lightning,  old  cock,  I  really  think  that  this 
is  a  case  for  a  bargain." 

"  Bargain  always  good,"  asserted  the  Indian, 
with  his  thoughts  on  trade  rum  and  blankets. 
"  Paleface  got  fire-water  ?  He  swop  him  for 
our  moose-meat  and  dried  com?" 

"  Bah !  not  that  sort  of  bargain,"  exclaimed 
the  Englishman  testily.  He  had  hoped  that 
Blue  Lightning  would  understand  without  a 
detailed  explanation,  for  it  irked  him  to  have 
to  indicate  what  his  conscience  told  him  was 
not  a  very  pretty  conception.  But  the  sacri- 
fice to  his  feelings  had  to  be  made. 

"This  is  what  I  mean,"  he  went  on  after 
a  brief  hesitation.  "The  poor  wretch  has 
probably  got  gold  piled  up  in  some  cctchet 
hereabouts.  On  the  other  hand,  we  have  got 
food  and  the  means  of  taking  him  down  the 
river  to  the  Settlements.  He  seems  in  poor 
health — apart  from  the  injury  to  his  foot — 
and  the    odds    are    that  he  will  die  on  our 
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hands,  or,  at  any  rate,  before  he  can  return 
in  the  spring  to  fetch  and  enjoy  his  pile. 
Where's  the  harm  if  we  put  it  to  him  this 
way: — If  he'll  tell  us  where  the  gold  is 
cache'd,  we'll  tote  him  along  to  Circle  City; 
if  he  don't  see  his  way  to  that,  we've  got  no 
grub  to  spare,  and  no  room  on  the  raft  ? " 

Blue  Lightning's  "  Ugh ! "  was  non-committ«?l 
and  e:  asperating. 

"  Confound  you,  why  can't  you  say  what  you 
think  of  the  plan?  "  cried  the  Englishman. 

"What  would  Star  Eyes  think?"  returned 
the  Indian. 

"  I  was  under  the  impression,  derived  from 
a  juvenile  course  of  Fenimore  Cooper,  that 
you  alleged  warriors  didn't  worry  much  about 
what  squaws  thought,"  said  the  maker  of  the 
proposal.  But  for  some  reason  Blue  Light- 
ning's question  had  checked  his  exuberance. 
The  comers  of  his  nervous,  facile  mouth 
drooped,  and  the  element  of  doubt  seemed 
to  have  entered  into  his  scheme.  The  Indian 
did  nothing  to  help  him  out,  but  a  close 
observer  might  have  noticed  that  the  red 
man's    bloodshot    eyeballs    were   drawn    side- 
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ways  a  little,  towards  a  pine  tree  in  the 
rtar. 

"If  Star  Eyes  is  a  sensible  young  woman," 
proceeded  the  Englishman  after  a  pause,  "  she 
ought  to  cotton  to  the  idea  quicker  than 
either  of  us.  It  is  chiefly  on  her  account 
that  I  want  to  make  money  quick.  I  am  very 
sweet  upon  your  daughter,  Blue  Lightning, 
as  you  know ;  and  I  like  the  vagabond  life  I 
have  led  since  I  cast  in  my  lot  with  you.  But 
it  cannot  go  on  for  ever.  Though  you  have 
your  disadvantages  as  a  father-in-law,  I  want 
to  marry  Star  Eyes,  paleface  fashion,  and  take 
her  to  the  Settlements— to  England,  perhaps, 
some  day.  I  cannot  do  that  as  the  penniless 
loafer  I  am  now,  and  this  miners  gold  would 
just  make  matters  easy.  But  there !  you 
solemn  old  aboriginal,  I'm  talking  over  your 
head,"  the  young  man  broke  off  with  a 
whimsical  laugh.  "Let's  put  it  plain.  See 
here — get  plenty  gold,  me  marry  Star  Eyes, 
plenty  heap  of  fire-water  for  Blue  Lightning. 
That  ought  to  fetch  you.  Besides,  Star  Eyes 
need  not  be  told." 

"  No,  Star  Eyes  need  not  be  told  !     She  has 
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heard  every  bad,  base  word  you  have  spoken," 
said  a  sweet,  musical  voice  close  at  hand ;  and, 
wheeling  round,  the  Englishman  found  himself 
confronted  by  an  Indian  maiden  proudly 
defiant.  She  was  clad  from  head  to  foot  in 
silver-fox  fur,  fittin;j^  her  tightly  and  showing 
the  exquisite  proportions  of  her  form.  Her 
skin  was  of  a  rich  ruddy  brown,  with  a 
bloom  on  it — no  darker  than  is  found  in  many 
a  city  of  Southern  Europe.  Her  blue-black 
eyes,  ablaze  now  with  anger,  looked  capable 
of  melting  to  tenderness. 

A  lurking  smile  flitted  over  Blue  Lightning's 
saturnine  features  as  he  smoked  on,  watching 
the  young  man's  discomfiture.  That  he  was 
discomfited  by  the  beautiful  apparition,  there 
was  no  room  for  doubt  The  air  of  imper- 
tinent superiority  which  he  affected  towards 
the  girl's  father  vanished  as  by  magic  in  the 
presence  of  the  girl  herself.  His  perkiness 
subsided  into  a  quaint  mixture  of  the  lover- 
like and  the  deferential,  which  to  an  onlooker 
would  have  seemed,  at  first  sight,  wildly  incon- 
gruous when  held  towards  an  Indian  squaw 
within   a   few   degrees  of  the   Arctic   Circle. 
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Nevertheless,  Star  Eyes,  who  had  been  educated 
by  the  good  Fathers  of  the  Red  River  Mission, 
was  worthy  of  respect  from  better  men  than 
Fenton  Gartside,  wastrel  and  wanderer. 

"  You  got  tired  of  waiting,  and  followed  us  ? 
I — I  hope  you  haven't  made  your  feet  wet 
in  the  snow,"  was  all  he  could  stammer. 

Star  Eyes  laughed  a  clear  ringing  laugh  of 
scorn.  "An  Indian  maiden  is  not  afraid  of 
two  inches  of  snow,"  she  said.  "Yes,  I 
followed,  thinking  that  you  must  have  found 
the  owners  of  the  wrecked  canoe,  as  you  were 
so  long  gone  from  the  raft.  And  glad  I  am 
that  I  cauie.  Let  us  go  and  help  this  poor 
man  whom  you  would  have  robbed." 

She  led  the  way  to  the  hut,  Gartside 
following  shamefacedly  with  Blue  Lightning, 
who,  holding  his  civilised  daughter  in  deepest 
awe,  was  probably  congratulating  himself  that 
he  had  seen  her  before  consenting  to  the 
scheme.  They  found  the  sick  man  still  un- 
conscious, though  his  pulse  beat  stronger  and 
his  breathing  was  more  regular,  from  the 
effect  of  the  stimulant  that  Gartside  had 
administered. 
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Star  Eyes  cast  a  rapid  glance  round. 
Except  that  which  the  man  carried  on  his 
person  and  a  tin  cooking  -  pan,  there  was 
nothing  belonging  to  him  to  make  their 
task  more  arduous.  Bidding  her  two  com- 
panions raise  him  gently  and  carry  him  down 
to  the  river,  she  brought  up  the  rear  of  the 
procession  so  that  she  might  see  that  her 
commands  were  faithfully  obeyed.  Thus  they 
came,  without  further  word,  through  the  pines 
to  where  a  curious  craft — a  raft  of  logs  with 
a  thatched  superstructure — was  moored  in  a 
little  backwater  of  the  mighty  stream.  The 
wooden  deck-house  was  divided  into  several 
compartments,  and  in  one  of  these,  where  a 
brazier  of  fire  burned,  the  invalid  was  placed 
upon  a  pile  of  skins. 

"Now  you  can  go  to  your  business,"  said 
Star  Eyes.  "  I  will  tend  the  sick  man  and 
try  to  save  his  life."  And  she  waved  them 
imperiously  away. 

The  "  business "  of  Blue  Lightning  and 
Gartside  was  to  unmoor  the  raft  and  pole  it 
out  from  its  quiet  harbour  on  to  the  broad 
bosom  of  the  Yukon.     The  old  Indian  was  a 
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past  master  in  the  art  of  river  pilotage,  and 
Gartside,  who  had  begun  to  recover  the 
nerve  lost  in  frontier  saloons,  was  proving  an 
apt  pupil.  Once  out  in  the  current  the 
queer  craft  went  swirling  on  its  crazy  course 
down  stream,  seemingly  tossed  like  a  cork  at 
the  pleasure  of  the  rushing  torrent,  but  in 
reality  guided  with  unfaltering  skill  by  the 
poles  which  its  two  navigators  plied  from  its 
unguarded  sides.  Down  the  boiling  rapids 
and  over  mud  banks,  between  fangs  of 
threatening  rock  and  under  drooping  pine- 
boughs,  often  narrowly  escaping  the  drift  ice 
which  told  of  coming  winter,  sometimes  in 
mid-stream  and  now  hugging  the  bank,  the 
raft  sped  on  till  the  few  hours  of  daylight 
were  spent  and  Blue  Lightning  steered  into 
an  inlet  for  the  night. 

When  they  had  made  fast,  the  Indian  drew 
his  blanket  round  him,  and,  squatting  on  his 
hams,  began  to  smoke;  but  Gartside  went  to 
the  entry  of  the  thatched  erection  and  looked 
in.  The  place  was  in  darkness,  save  for  a 
ray  that  came  from  the  fish-oil  lamp  in  the 
partition  where  the  sick  man  lay. 
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.  "Is  he  better,  Star  Eyes?"  Gartside  called 
softly. 

The  girl  came  from  behind  the  screen, 
her  finger  to  her  lips.  "He  will  live  for  the 
present,  but  not  for  long,  I  think,"  she  said. 
"He  regained  his  senses,  and  after  I  had  fed 
him  he  fell  asleep." 

"Did  he  say  anything  about  himself?" 

At  the  question  Star  Eyes  justified  her 
name  with  a  scintiUating  flash.  "I  can't 
trust  you  Mr.  Gartside,  after  what  I  over- 
heard this  morning,"  she  said;  "and  I  have 
warned  him  not  to  trust  you  either.  If  you 
will  mind  him  for  a  little  while,  I  will  get 
supper  for  you  and  for  my  father." 

The  Englishman  sulkily  assented,  and 
passed  behind  the  partition,  while  the  girl 
began  to  busy  herself  with  strips  of  smoked 
salmon  and  dried  deer-meat  in  the  outer  half 
of  the  rudo  log-cabin.  The  patient  was  lying 
on  the  pile  of  skins  in  a  sound  sleep,  and 
therrj  was  a  tinge  of  colour  on  his  haggard 
face,  which  was  an  eloquent  tribute  to  the 
care  of  his  nursa 

Gartside  leaned  against  the  side  of  the 
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cabin  in  a  careless  attitude,  looking  down  at 
'  his  proposed  victim  of  the  morning.  He  was 
listening  intently  to  the  culinary  preparations 
beyond  the  screen,  for  throughout  the  toil- 
some labours  of  poling  the  raft  an  idea  had 
been  working  in  his  mind,  and  the  chance 
to  test  it  had  come — if  Star  Eyes  attended 
properly  to  her  cooking. 

Presently  with  a  sudden  motion  he  stooped 
down  and  ran  his  hand  over  the  sleeping 
man's  clothes.  The  outline  of  a  revolver  re- 
vealed itself  to  his  fumbling  fingers;  then 
came  a  sheath-knife  and  some  loose  cartridges 
None  of  these  were  withdrawn;  but  the  next 
obstruction,  which  was  of  greater  bulk, 
bulging  one  of  the  side  pockets  of  the  rusty 
velveteen  coat,  met  with  different  treatment. 
Deftly  and  gingerly  Gartside  extracted  it 
from  the  pocket  without  disturbing  the 
sleeper,  and  untied  the  string  of  the  coarse 
canvas  bag  that  rewarded  his  efforts.  The 
contents  proved  to  be  gold  dust  and  small 
nuggets  to  the  value  of  about  £500. 

"I  thought  so,  as  we  carried  him;  it  was 
too  heavy  to  be  anything  but  gold.     Well,  I 
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have  not  quite  sunk  to  larceny  from  the  person 
— as  yet,"  Gartside  muttered,  as  he  re-tied 
the  string,  and  with  equal  deftness  restored 
the  bag  to  the  pocket  But  his  object  was 
not  yet  accomplished ;  rather  did  the  sight  of 
the  gold  add  zest  to  his  search,  as  though 
confirming  some  theory  that  led  to  a  larger 
issue  than  the  miner's  provision  for  current 
expenses. 

The  busy  fingers  got  to  work  again,  diving 
now  into  the  breast-pocket  of  the  sick  man's 
coat,  and  emerging  almost  immediately  with 
an  oblong  slip  of  leather,  which  it  appeared 
was  only  a  wrap,  covering  an  enclosure.  The 
fingers  trembled  nervously  now,  for  according 
to  Gartside's  theory  he  was  "  getting  warm," 
as  children  say.  But  when  his  shaking  hand 
had  removed  the  leather  envelope  his  ex- 
pressive face  showed  keenest  disappointment. 

"  Bah !  It  is  only  a  photograph,"  he  ex- 
claimed under  his  breath,  as  he  withdrew  a 
"  cabinet  "-sized  picture  mounted  on  card. 
"  All  my  trouble  for  nothing,  after  all ! " 

He   was   dejectedly   replacing    the   photo- 
graph in  its  well-worn  case,  when  a  flicker  of 
c  2 
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he  feeble  lamplight  fell  athwart  it,  and,  his 
eyes  being  arrested,  he  stooped  to  examine 
what  he  had  thought,  in  the  failure  of  his 
object,  could  have  no  interest  for  him. 

"Well,  I'll  be  shot  if  this  isn't  funny!"  he 
muttered,  scanning  the  face  in  the  picture  in 
blank  amazement.  "Blessed  if  it  isn't  Dick 
Osborne— good  old  Dick,  my  Balliol  chum, 
who  saved  my  life  in  Sandford  Lasher!  How 
in  the  name  of  mystery  can  his  jolly  old  phiz 
have  got  into  the  keeping  of  an  American 
miner  at  the  back  of  nowhere?  Come  to 
think  of  it,  though,  the  chap  doesn't  look  like 
a  Yank.  That  velveteen  coat  is  distinctly 
British.  The  nuisance  is  that  I  can't  ask 
him  what  he  knows  of  Dick  without  giving 
myself  away." 

But  "Dick"  was  soon  to  be  driven  from 
that  erratic  brain  by  a  larger  discovery.  Once 
more  Gartside  had  begun  to  replace  the 
picture,  when  the  thought  struck  him  to 
see  where  it  had  been  taken,  and  he  turned 
it  over  to  look  at  the  back.  The  effect  upon 
him  of  what  he  saw  there  was  infinitely  more 
convulsing  than   the    photograph   had   been. 
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Only  by  strenuous  effort  did  he  keep  himself 
from  shouting  aloud  in  triumph  as  his  eyes 
fell  upon  the  tracery  of  lines,  with  figures  and 
words  interspersed,  that  was  drawn  on  the 
back  of  the  card-mount. 

"  I  knew  it ! "  wore  the  words  shaped  on 
his  quivering  lips  after  a  close  study  of  the 
card.  "  I  knew  that  if  the  beggar  had  made 
a  cachet  he  would  have  a  plan  of  the  place, 
and  here  it  is — as  simple  as  A  B  C.  I  must 
shove  this  back  in  his  pocket ;  but  I  have  got 
it  fixed  on  a  fairly  retentive  brain,  and  I  will 
draw  a  copy  of  it  within  the  hour  that 
should  make  the  excellent  Fenton  Gartside 
master  of  the  situatioa" 

Swiftly  he  stooped  to  restore  the  packet  to 
the  breast  of  the  sleeper;  and,  having  done 
so,  rose — none  too  soon.  At  that  moment 
Star  Eyes  came  round  the  screen,  and  stood 
regarding  him  with  intently  searching  gaze. 
Gartside's  heart  beat  like  a  drum,  but  the 
girl's  words,  informing  him  that  the  evening 
meal  was  ready,  reassured  him,  and  he  went 
to  join  the  old  Indian  in  the  smoky  obscurity 
of  the  outer  cabia 
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So  on  the  morrow,  and  for  many  days 
during  the  fast  shortening  hours  of  light,  the 
queer  craft  swept  onwards  towards  the  white 
man's  outpost  in  the  desolate  north  land. 
And  not  one  of  her  strangely-assorted  pas- 
sengers guessed  that  her  stout  logs  carried 
the  first  spark  of  a  train  more  deadly  than 
ever  fired  a  mine  of  gunpowder. 
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CHAPTER    II. 

VENDETTA    BY    GOLD. 

"If  you  only  knew  how  I  was  situated.  Dick, 
you  wouldn't  think  it  quite  fair  to  me- 
even  to  Beryl   herself-to   press  this  matter 

now." 

The  speaker.  Horace  Asquith  of  Glaston- 

ford  Hall,  Hampshire,  passed  a  thin  hand 
over  his  pale,  high-bred  brow,  and  avoided 
the  anxious  eyes  of  the  stalwart  young  fellow 
in  Norfolk  jacket  and  knickerbockers  who  sat 
confronting  him.  To  make  the  avoidance 
seem  more  natural,  the  elder  man  rose  from 
his  chair  and  stood  looking  out  of  the  open 
French  wmdow  across  the  Ul-cared-for  lawn 
towards  the  lush-green  comEelds. 

Mr.  Asquith  sighed  wearily  at  the  thought 
that,  promismg  as  were  the  crops,  they  could 
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bring  but  scant  relief  to  a  gentleman  whose 
library  table  groaned  under  such  a  weight  of 
unsettled  accounts  and  solicitors'  reminders 
as  did  the  handsome  piece  of  furniture  behind 
him.  And  then  the  sight  of  those  mort- 
gaged acres  gave  him  fresh  inspiration  for 
emphasising  his  objection ;  and,  turning,  ho 
made  a  painful  effort  to  look  the  vicar's  son 
in  the  face.  That  face,  though  troubled,  was 
still  so  frankly  sympathetic  that  Mr.  Asquith 
went  on  with  greater  confidence. 

"Believe  me,"  he  said,  "I  am  grieved  to 
have  to  raise  an  obstacle.  Since  you  were 
children  I  have  always  looked  upon  you  and 
Beryl  as  meant  for  one  another.  I  would 
trust  the  dear  girl  to  no  one  more  cliCorfuUy, 
but — ^yes,  there  is  an  obstacle.  I  do  not 
well  see  how  I  can  sanction  an  engagement 
now." 

"Would  you  mind  telling  me  what  the 
obstacle  is,  Mr.  Asquith?"  rejoined  Dick 
Osborne  quietly.  "I  believe  that  I  can  guess 
it,  but  I  would  prefer  to  have  it  from  your 
own  lips.  Even  if  you  cannot  treat  me  as  a 
future  son-in-law  you  may  safely  treat  mo  as: 
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a   friond.     You    think   that   I    am   not  rich 
enough,  eh,  sir?" 

"Well— ^r — ^yes,"  said  Mr.  Asquith,  hope- 
lessly breaking  down  in  an  attempt  to  meet 
Dick's  eya  "  It  is  galling  to  have  to  take 
money  into  consideration  where  the  affections 
are  concerned,  but — er — I  am  afraid  that 
that  Ls  the  reason,  my  dear  boy." 

Dick's  honest  face  showed  that  he  was 
hurt  rather  than  angry.  Indeed,  despite  the 
blow  to  his  fondest  hopes,  he  could  not  find 
it  in  his  heart  to  be  wroth  with  the  kindly 
but  weak  old  man  who  had  been  his  father's 
friend  for  thirty  years,  and  who  had  treated 
him  almost  as  a  son  from  boyhood. 

"I  have  no  right  to  complain,  sir,"  he 
replied.  "I  have  often  wondered  that  you 
allowed  a  penniless  parson's  son  to  run  wild 
with  the  daughter  of  the  Hall;  but  I  wish 
that  you  could  have  given  me  a  hint  of  this 
sooner.  We  have  grown  fond  of  each  other, 
so  far  as  I  am  concerned,  almost  with  the 
certainty  that  we  should  have  yoiu:  sanction. 
And,  after  all,  I  am  not  doing  so  badly.  I 
inherited   a   hundred   a   year  from  my  poor 
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mother,  and  I  earned  two  hundred  myself 
last  year  at  the  Bar.  This  year,  if  briefs 
come  in  as  at  present,  I  ought  to  double 
that  amount" 

Mr.  Asquith  fidgeted  uneasily,  and  feebly 
cleared  his  throat. 

"  I  am  sure  I  am  very  glad  you  are  doing 
so  well,"  he  said,  "but— but,  perhaps  I  had 
better  be  quite  frank.  I  am  under  the  unfor- 
tunate, I  may  say  the  terrible,  necessity  of 
needing  a  son-in-law  of  real  wealth,  who  will 
have — er — resources  beyond  a  mere  income 
sufficient  to  keep  himself  and  a  wife.  The 
fact  is,  my  dear  boy,  I  am  in  Queer  Street — 
right  up  at  the  far  end  of  Queer  Street  My 
farms  are  nearly  all  unlet,  and  every  one  of 
them  is  mortgaged.  If  I  cannot  pay  off  the 
principal  mortgage  by  next  March — -just  ten 
months  from  now — the  mortgagee  will  fore- 
close, and  the  name  of  Asquith  will  be 
known  no  more  at  Glastonford  Hall.  It 
horribly  mercenary  thing  to  say, 
were   in 
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Dick  paled  beneath  his  healthy  sun-tan, 
and  his  voice  shook  a  little. 

"I  can  read  between  the  lines  of  what  you 
tell  me,"  he  replied  bitterly.  "Rumours  that 
you  were  not  so  well  off  as  formerly  have 
reached  me;  but  I  never  dreamed,  Mr. 
Asquith,  that  you  would  endeavour  to 
reinstate  your  fortunes  by  hawking  your 
daughter  about  for  the  highest  bidder." 

"Really  this  is — but  there,  I  must  make 
allowances  for  disappointment,"  Mr.  Asquith 
protested.  "To  my  mind,  any  sacrifice  is 
justifiable  to  save  the  break-up  of  an  old 
family  associated  with  the  soil  for  centuries. 
Besides,  you  wrong  me  when  you  charge  me 
with  hawking  my  daughter  for  bidders.  A 
suitor  has  appeared  on  the  scene — without 
any  engineering  en  my  part,  I  assure  you. 
I  have  to  give  hira  my  answer  to-night — 
not  a  final  answer,  you  know,  for  Beryl  alone 
can  give  him  that;  but  a  provisional  consent, 
and — er — the  promise  of  my  good  offices." 

Dick  Osborne  swung  his  long  limbs  out 
of  the  low  chair  in  which  he  had  been  sitting, 
and  took  his  hat 
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"Then  I  will  bid  you  good-day  and  good- 
bye," he  said  in  a  strained,  unnatural  voice. 
"I  have  an  invitation  to  the  Abbey  myself 
for  to-night,  and  I  know  that  you  and  Beryl 
are  going.  If  that  is  where  this  bargain  is 
to  be  ratified;  if  Rupert  Malahide  is  the  pur- 
chaser to  whom  you  would  sell  my  Beryl — 
well" — his  tone  softened  and  his  manner 
changed — "  I  was  going  to  say  that  I 
wouldn't  know  a  man  who  would  do  such  a 
thing,  and  to  bounce  out  of  the  room  in 
a  rage.  But  I  won't  do  that,  Mr.  Asquith, 
because  I've  known  you  such  a  long  time, 
and  from  my  heart  I  pity  you.  Your  plan 
wU  never  come  off;  your  dr  '.ghcei  is  quite 
capsole  of  sacrificing  herself  to  save  you — 
not  the  family  acres — but  hardly  by  marry- 
ing such  a  brute  as  Malahide." 

Whatever  Horace  Asquith's  rejoinder  might 
have  been,  it  was  prevented  by  the  opening  of 
the  library  door  and  the  entrance  of  as  fair  a 
specimen  of  English  girlhood  as  the  eye  could 
wish  to  dwell  upon.  A  sweet,  winning  face, 
an  exquisite  figure,  and  a  complexion  that  was 
eloquent  of  sound  health  and  plenty  of  beauty •: 
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sleep  had  won  for  Beryl  Asquith  an  unvalued 
reputation  as  "  The  Belle  of  the  County."  Had 
she  lived  in  less  degenerate  tiroes,  when  men 
were  not  ashamed  to  voice  their  admiration 
for  feminine  loveliness,  she  would  have  been 
the  "  reigning  toast "  of  the  countryside ;  as  it 
was,  though  she  had  admirers  by  the  score,  she 
had  never  yet  had  an  acknowledged  lover — 
chiefly  because  of  the  well-founded  impression 
that  a  very  good  "  understanding "  existed 
between  her  and  her  old  playfellow  Dick 
Osborne.  The  honest  young  Hampshire  squires, 
with  an  hereditary  distaste  for  poaching  in  any 
fo?in,  chivalrously  abstained  from  pursuing 
a.  g}rl  who  was  deemed  "as  good  as  en- 
ga}.T  I"  to  the  popular  son  of  the  popular  old 
vi.  w 

"  What  has  the  Ogre  been  doing  to  annoy 
you  now,  Dick  ? "  she  asked,  so  carelessly  that 
it  was  evident  that  she  had  heard  only  the 
last  three  words.  "You  might  at  least  cease 
to  abuse  him  on  a  day  when  you  are  to  be  his 
guest  Come  out  into  the  garden,  if  papa  can 
spare  you ;  I  have  got  a  piece  of  news." 

Stooping  to  kiss  her  father,  she  passed  out 
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of  the  French  wmdow  on  to  the  lawn;  and 
Dick  followed,  nothing  loth  to  terminate  an 
interview  which  he  f  \saw  could  have  no 
satisfactory  results.  Bi.  i  the  threshold 
he  paused,  And  rc-enterea  the  room  for  a 
moment. 

"She  has  not  been  told  your — your  high 
aims  for  her,  Mr.  Asquith?"  he  whispered, 
with  a  bitterness  which  he  strove  vainly  to 
suppress. 

"No;  and  I  beg  that  you  will  not  en- 
lighten her;  something  may  happen — Heaven 
grant  it  may! — to  prevent  the  necessity  even 
yet,"  repHed  the  elder  man,  into  whose  weak 
blue  eyes  his  unwitting  daughter's  caress  had 
brought  the  ready  tears. 

"I  should  not  dream  of  sullying  her  ears 
with  such  a  proposition.  I  am  glad  she  does 
not  know,"  said  Dick. 

"  It  is  curious  that  you  should  have  been 
talking  of  Mr.  Malahide  when  I  came  in/' 
Beryl  said,  as  he  rejoined  her,  and  they  fell 
to  pacing  side  by  side.  "I  have  just  met  an 
old  friend  of  yours  in  the  village,  the  news  of 
whose  return   will  give   the   magnate  at   the 
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Abbey  a  bad   quarter   of  an  hour,  I  should 
imagine." 

"You  don't  mean  Ned  Shrimpton,  who 
was  gamekeeper  at  the  Abbey  before  Malahide 
bought  it?"  cried  Dick  eagerly. 

"Ned  Shrimpton — no  more,  no  less,"  said 
Beryl.  "  Tell  me,  Dick,  was  there  any  truth  in 
that  rumour  that  he  gave  the  Ogre  a  thrash- 
ing before  he  disappeared  so  suddenly  tl^ree 
years  ago?" 

Dick  laughed  grimly.  Coming  on  the  top 
of  what  he  had  just  heard,  the  reminiscence 
was  one  of  infinite  gusto.  Well  he  remembered 
how  the  fine  young  fellow,  who  taught  him  all 
he  knew  of  field-craft,  had  come  to  him  fresh 
from  the  beating  which  he  had  administered 
to  the  rich  parvenu  ;  how  he  had  described 
the  merited  sufferings  of  the  new  master  of 
the  Abbey,  and  had  expressed  his  inten- 
tion of  going  to  seek  his  fortune  in  "foreign 
parts." 

"  There  was  every  truth  in  it,"  replied  Dick. 
"Ned's  father  and  mother  had  a  little  farm, 
you  know,  and  Malahide,  who  wanted  the 
place  for  a  shooting  lodge,  sold  them  up,  and 
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turned  them  out  after  they  had  had  a  bad 
year,  and  had  got  behind  with  their  rent 
Ned,  having  been  himself  discharged,  could  not 
help  them,  and  they  died  on  the  same  day,  of 
broken  hearts,  probably,  in  the  workhouse. 
The  next  day  Ned  waylaid  Malahide  and  gave 
him  a  sound  drubbing,  though  our  great  man, 
in  his  brand-new  dignity,  thought  fit  to  say 
very  little  about  it.  But  tell  me  of  Ned. 
How  has  he  been  doing  ? " 

"He  didn't  tell  me,  and  he  looked  so  thin 
and  woe-begone  that  I  hardly  liked  to  in- 
quire," Beryl  replied.  "It  is  rather  singular, 
though,  that  he  asked  exactly  the  same  ques- 
tion about  you — whether  you  were  making 
much  money  at  your  *  trade,'  as  he  calls  the 
Bar.  When  I  said  that  you  wore  still  plodding 
towards  the  fortune  which  was  your  just  due, 
but  that  it  was  not  yet  in  sight,  he  startled 
me  by  breaking  into  a  strange  laugh.  I  was 
surprised  that  he  should  seem  pleased  at  your 
lack  of  success,  because  otherwise  he  was  so 
nice  and  warm-hearted  about  you.  But  his 
whole  manner  was  strange,  and  I  fear  that  he 
is  very,  very  ill    He  asked  to  be  '  respectfully 
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remembered'  to  you — whatever  that  may  mean 
— and  said  that  he  intended  to  see  you  to- 
night or  to-morrow  morning." 

"  Poor  chap !  his  hardships  and  wanderings 
must  have  been  too  much  for  him ;  with  all 
his  giant  frame  he  was  always  weak  on  the 
chest,"  said  Dick.  "Did  he  tell  you  what  part 
of  the  world  he  had  been  in  ? " 

"  Yes :  he  said  ho  had  been  in  America, 
near  some  river  called  the  Yukon,  I  think  it 
was,  in  the  North  West  Territories — wher- 
ever that  may  be,"  replied  Beryl  vaguely.  "I 
understood,  though,  that  he  had  been  lying 
ill  at  Montreal  for  six  months  before  he  was 
well  enough  to  undertake  the  voyage  home." 

"  I  have  only  the  haziest  notion  myself 
where  the  Yukon  is,"  said  Dick,  laughing  at 
her  assumption  of  ignorance.  "  The  North 
West  Territories  I  think  I  could  find  on  the 
map  as  well  as  you  could  if  you  really  tried, 
dear.  But  here  comes  Aunt  Rebecca.  She  is 
sure  to  be  able  to  enlighten  us ;  the  chances 
are  that  she  has  navigated  the  Yukon  from 
its  source  to  the  sea,  and  all  its  tributaries  as 
well." 
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It  was  a  queer  little  figure,  not  at  all 
suggesting  the  exploration  of  distant  rivers, 
that  suddenly  appeared  from  a  by-path  to 
give  rise  to  his  remark.  Mr.  Asquith's  only 
sister,  known  not  only  in  the  family,  but  to  a 
wide  circle  of  friends  as  "Aunt  Rebecca,"  was 
a  tiny  old  lady  of  such  shrivelled  and  shrunken 
form  that  strangers  generally  thought  her  on 
the  point  of  death  from  some  wasting  disease. 
It  was  only  when  her  quick  nervous  walk,  her 
vigorous  speech,  and  above  all  her  weather- 
beaten,  parchment-like  complexion,  were  noted, 
that  the  illusion  was  dispelled,  and  Aunt  Re- 
becca was  seen  to  be  a  very  "good  life" 
indeed,  despite  her  sixty  years. 

Her  hobby,  amounting  almost  to  a  mania, 
Avas  for  foreign  travel.  Having  an  independent 
income,  she  was  able  to  indulge  it  to  the  full 
bent  of  her  intrepid  old  soul,  and  there  were 
few  accessible  places  on  the  face  of  the  globe 
that  she  had  not  visited  in  the  course  of  forty 
years  of  perpetual  wandering.  Just  back  from 
a  mere  insignificant  trip  to  Damascus,  she  was 
"cooling  off,"  as  she  called  it,  before  starting 
on  a  long-projected  excursion  to  Samoa.    She 
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wore  a  funny  little  black  cape  and  a  mush- 
room-shaped hat,  tied  under  her  chin  with 
ribbon,  but  with  all  her  eccentricity  and  quaint 
attire  she  had  a  self-reliant  dignity  that  had 
commanded  for  her  respect  in  many  an  un- 
couth comer  of  the  earth.  For  the  rest,  while 
professing  to  hate  the  male  sex  generally  and 
to  scorn  all  love-making,  she  adored  Dick 
Osborne,  and  cherished  the  secret  hope  that 
he  and  her  favourite  niece  would  be  made 
happy. 

"  When  were  you  last  on  the  Yukon  river, 
Aunt  Rebecca,  and  what  particular  form  of 
sport  prevails  in  that  region  ? "  asked  Dick,  as 
the  old  lady  approached,  stabbing  the  turf 
with  her  ebony  cane. 

She  shot  a  keen  glance  at  him  from  under 
her  iron-grey  brows.  "Is  this  impertinence, 
young  man,  or  have  you  a  reason  for  asking  ? " 
she  said  brusquely. 

"A  very  good  reason,"  Dick  replied.  "I 
have  just  heard  that  a  humble  friend  of  mine 
has  returned  from  there,  and  I  want  to  know 
what  he  is  likely  to  have  been  up  to  in  those 
parts." 
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"I  have  never  been  nearer  to  the  Yukon 
than  Vancouver,"  said  Aunt  Rebecca,  frowning 
terribly.  "  I  know  less  than  nothing  of  what 
a  white  man  could  do  there  unless  he  peddled 
poisonous  spirits  to  the  Indians.  Some  idiots 
have  been  looking  for  gold  there  recently,  I 
believe,  but  I  never  heard  that  they  found  any 
worth  mentioning."  And  Aunt  Rebecca  turned 
and  stumped  back  into  the  shrubh'^ry,  for  it 
irritated  her  to  have  to  own  that  there  was 
a  country  under  the  sun  with  which  she  was 
not  familiar. 

The  young  people  smiled,  knowing  her 
weakness,  and  soon  afterwards  separated  to 
go  and  dress  for  the  dinner-party  to  which 
they  had  both  been  invited.  As  Dick  walked 
across  the  fields  to  the  Vicarage  he  debated 
with  himself  whether  he  would  not  send  an 
excuse  and  go  into  the  village  to  hunt  up 
Ned  Shrimpton.  He  had  only  accepted  the 
invitation  in  the  first  instance  to  please  his 
father,  who  was  unable  to  go  himself,  and  had 
a  clergyman's  dread  of  offending  a  wealthy 
parishioner.  And  now  he  felt  that  it  would 
tax  his  powers  of  dissembling  to  the  utmost 
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to  be  civil  to  the  host  whom  he  had  so 
recently  heard  was  also  to  be  a  rival  for  his 
sweetheart's  hand. 

But  on  reflection  he  concluded  that  he 
could  aftbrd  to  treat  Malahide's  pretensions 
with  contempt — no  matter  what  pressure  poor 
harassed  Mr.  Asquith  might  put  upon  his 
daughter— and  he  decided  to  fulfil  the  engage- 
ment, distasteful  as  it  would  be  to  him.  So 
secure  did  he  feel  in  Beryl's  love  that  he  was 
confident  that,  not  even  to  save  her  father 
from  ruin,  would  she  consent  to  give  herself  to 
anyone  but  himself— least  of  all  to  the  man 
whom  in  her  intense  dislike  she  had  dubbed 
"the  Ogre."  At  the  same  time,  though  she 
would  draw  the  line  at  so  great  a  sacrifice, 
he  knew  that  her  sense  of  duty  would  pre- 
vent her  from  mari'ying  him  without  her 
father's  sanction,  and  he  was  downhearted  in 
consequence. 

"Poor  old  Asquith!"  he  thought,  as  he 
turned  into  the  Vicarage  gates.  "If  reports 
are  true,  Malahide  has  other  relations  with 
him  than  those  of  a  suitor  for  Beryl's  hand. 
Doubtless   he  would    be   glad   enough  to  get 
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her  for  her  own  sake,  but  I  shrewdly  suspect 
that  he  is  the  mortgagee,  and  that  he  is 
holding  out  this  threat  of  foreclosure  for  a 
double  purpose.  He  has  got  his  grip  on  the 
estate  anyhow,  unless  Asquith  can  pay  him 
oft*;  but  if  he  married  Beryl,  the  only  child 
and  heiress,  they  would  come  to  him  auto- 
matically on  the  old  man's  death  without  his 
incurring  the  odium  of  selling  up  an  ancient 
county  family." 

Whether  or  no  Dick's  surmise  was  correct, 
there  was  certainly  nothing  in  the  outward 
appearance  of  Mr.  Rupert  Malahide  to  justify 
the  nickname  bestowed  upon  him  by  Miss 
Asquith.  An  hour  later,  sitting  at  the  head 
of  his  table  in  the  splendid  oak  dining-room 
at  the  Abbey,  and  playing  the  host  with 
polished  ease  to  the  small  party  assembled,  he 
would  have  been  taken  by  any  but  a  very 
keen  observer  as  quite  to  the  manner  born. 
Perhaps  there  was  a  shade  too  much  self- 
assertion  in  his  demeanour — not  more,  some 
would  have  thought,  than  was  admissible  in  a 
man  of  culture  who  had  evidently  seen  much 
of  the  world.     In  age  about  forty,  well-built 
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and  physically  handsome,  with  a  sallow, 
dark  complexion  that  suggested  a  touch  of 
Southern  or  Jewish  blood,  he  had  one 
peculiarity  that  would  have  singled  him  out 
anywhere— a  long  livid  scar,  running  at  an 
acute  angle   from   his  left  temple   across  his 

forehead. 

This  scar  had  been  Rupert  Malahid<  s  social 
undoing  since  he  had  bought  the  fine  old  place 
that  owned  him  as  master.     Other  things  had 
added  to  his  unpopularity— such  as  his  changing 
the  historic  name  of  Glastonford  to  Malahide 
Abbey,  and  sundry  sharp  deahngs  in  the  matter 
of  land-grabbing  and  oppression  of  tenants— 
but,  as   the    Lord-Lieutenant    of    the    County 
had    said,  that  scar  made    him  "impossible." 
Rumour  had  it  that  a  great  West-End  usurer, 
who  had  retired  and  gone  no  one  knew  whither, 
possessed  just  such  a  mark  as  a  souvenir  from 
a  mined  victim  who  had  shot  himself  after 
inflicting  it.    The  identity  of  Rupert  Malahide 
with  the  money-lender  of  St.  James's  Street 
had  never  been  established,  but  the  whisper 
got  abroad,  and  sufficed.    None  but  his  imme- 
diate neighbours,  and  not  all  of  them,  would 
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have  anything  to  do  with  the  purchaser  of  the 
Abbey. 

To-night,  for  instance,  the  splendour  of  the 
entertainment  accentuated  and  brought  into 
relief  the  paucity  of  the  guests.  Mr.  Asquith 
and  Beryl,  with  Dick  Osborne  and  a  Captain 
and  Mrs.  Armstrong  —  the  latter  a  skittish 
couple,  who  would  go  anywhere  for  a  good 
dinner — made  the  sum  total  of  a  party 
which  it  took  four  footmen  and  a  butler 
to  wait  upon,  and  a  hundred  pounds  to 
feed. 

The  function  was  not  altogether  a  social 
success,  as  was  to  be  expected  when  mos:  of 
the  guests  were  there  because  they  could  find 
no  good  reason  fo^  oeing  anywhere  else.  Mr. 
Asquith  was  nervous  and  ill  at  ease  ;  Bei^l 
looked  charming,  but  was  unnaturally  cold  and 
stately;  and  Dick  was  so  silent  and  reserved, 
that  Malahide  shot  a  furtive  glance  at  him 
now  and  again,  a  glance  which  was  followed 
by  a  dilatation  of  the  ever-smiling  eyes.  Not- 
withstanding the  host's  gaiety,  and  the  chatter 
of  empty-headed  Mrs.  Armstrong,  conversation 
dragged   towards  the  close  of   the  meal,  and 
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everyone  was  glad  when  the  two  ladies  made 

a  move. 

After  their  departure,  when  the  wine  had 
circulated  once  or  twice,  Rupert  Malahide 
pushed    his    chair    back    and    rose    from    the 

table. 

"  I  have  a  little  business  to  settle  with  Mr. 
Asquith,"  he  said.  "You  two  fellows  will 
excuse  us  for  a  few  minutes,  I  know.  Don't 
forget  to  pass  the  decanter,  Armstrong;  Osborne 
seems  a  trifle  hipped  to-night,  and  that  '47  port 
is  the  very  thing  for  him.  Now,  Mr.  Asquith, 
if  you  will  come  into  my  private  den  we  will 
soon  get  our  talk  over." 

Mr.  Asquith  rose  dejectedly,  and,  casting  a 
piteous  look  at  Dick,  was  following  Malahide 
from  the  room,  when  there  came  the  sound 
of  a  heavy  scrunching  fall  from  outside  one  of 
the  long  windows,  succeeded  by  a  deep  groan 
of  anguish.  The  dining-room  was  on  the 
ground  floor,  and  it  was  evident  that  some- 
one was  in  trouble  on  the  broad  gravel-walk 
that  skirted  the  mansion.  Dick  and  Captain 
Armstrong  sprang  to  their  feet,  and  Mala- 
hide,     hurrying     with     an     exclamation     of 
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angry  surprise  to  the  window,  threw  it  open, 
disclosing  in  the  flood  of  electric  light  that 
streamed  forth  the  prostrate  figure  of  a  man. 
As  they  reached  him  he  struggled  to  his  feet. 

"Why,  it's  Ned  Shrimpton,"  cried  Dick, 
springing  forward  to  lend  him  a  helping  hand, 
"I  heard  you  were  back,  Ned.  You  are  very 
ill,  I  fear  ? " 

"  There's  not  so  much  as  a  kick  left  in  me. 
Master  Dick,"  said  the  ex-gamekeeper,  panting 
for  breath.  "  I'm  not  many  days  for  this  world. 
But  I  have  something  to  say  to  you,  sir — and 
to  you,  too,"  glaring  with  fierce  eyes  at  Mala- 
hide.  "  So,  hearing  as  you  were  heire,  I  made 
bold  to  come  up  to-night,  for  I  reckon  I  haven't 
got  much  time  to  spare.  I  thought  I  might 
as  well  kill  two  birds — a  white  and  a  black 
'un,  ha,  ha !  —  with  right  and  left  barrels, 
d'ye  see?" 

"  The  man  must  be  mad  I  He  used  mo 
like  a  brute,  but  I  bear  no  malice,"  whispered 
Malahide  rather  nervously.  "  We  had  better 
have  him  in.  The  servants  will  come,  and 
there  will  be  a  scene  if  we  stay  out  here." 

And   motioning  the  others   hnvk   into   the 
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room,  he  waited  till  Dick  had  assisted  Shrimp- 
ton  through  the  window,  quickly  closed  it,  and 
pulled  down  the  blind.  Then  he  went  to  the 
table  and  poured  out  a  glass  of  wine. 

"  Here,  my  man,  drink  this ;  it  will  do  you 
good,"  he  said.  "  I  am  willing  to  let  bygones 
be  bygones  if  you  are." 

But  as  he  approached  the  chair  in  which 
Dick  had  placed  Ned  Shrimpton,  the  latter 
waved  him  back,  his  wild  eyes  burning  with 

sullen  anger. 

"I  would  not  take  bite  or  sup  under  your 
accursed  roof  for  fifty  thousand  sovereigns!" 
he  hissed.    "  Fifty  thousand  sovereigns !     What 
am  I  talking  of  ? "  he  went  on  with  a  rasping 
laugh.    "  Who  am  I  to  let  on  that  I   am  in 
need  of  such  a  trifle  as  that !     That  reminds 
me  of  what  I  came  here  to  tell  you,  Rupert 
Malahide.     Look  at  me  first-tho  man  whose 
parents  you  drove  to  die  tis  paupers.      That 
is   well!      Now    listen    to    this.      For    every 
million    you   own,   I    can    plank    down    three, 
and  I  know  where  to  lay  my  hand  on  more, 

if  I  want  it." 

"You   had    better    drink   some   wine,   and 
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calm  yourself,"  said  Malahide,  whose  natural 
instincts  had  braced  him  to  sudden  caution 
at  the  sound  of  so  much  wealth,  though  he 
was  incHned  to  think  the  tale  only  a  frenzied 
dream. 

"  You  believe  1  am  mad,  but  I  will  prove 
it  by  facts  and  figures,"  returned  Shrimpton 
hoarsely.  "You,  Rupert  Malahide,  shall  hear 
the  facts ;  a  better  ^nan  shall  have  the  figures. 
I  was  in  British  Columbia,  and  from  there 
made  my  way  into  the  wild  North- West, 
where  there  was  talk  of  gold  near  the  river 
Yukon.  The  Yukon  is  more  than  two 
thousand  miles  long,  so  I  shan't  give  away 
my  secret  by  telling  you  that  much.  I 
worked  alone,  avoiding  all  white  men;  and 
it  was  an  easy  job,  there  not  being  a  score 
in  the  district. 

"  Well,  I  found  gold  —  found  it  in  such 
quantity  that,  single-handed  and  in  bad  health, 
I  could  not  carry  it  away.  That  was  last 
summer,  and  I  waited  till  there  were  no 
prying  eyts  about,  and  then  I  hid  my  treasure 
where  no  one  could  find  it,  till  I  came 
back  or  sent  someone  whom  I    could    trust — 
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not  you,  Rupert  Malahide  ;    don't   go   for  to 

think  that." 

The  rasping  laugh  checked  him  for  a  minute, 
and  then  he  went  on.  All  his  hearers,  including 
poor  worried  Mr.  Asquith,  were  listening  now. 
The  ring  of  truth  had  asserted  itself  in  the 
detail  of  his  story. 

"  I  waited  a  bit  too  long  to  make  my  cachet, 
and  met  with  an  accident  that  left  me  without 
food  or  means  of  escape.    I  was  on  the  point 
of  death,  all  alone  in  the  freezing  desert,  when 
I  was  found  by  a  white  man  and  two  Indians, 
who  behaved  lile  Christians  and  brought  me 
safe  to  the  Settlements.    But  I  knew  I  was 
a  doomed  man,  and  should  never  stand  a  trip 
to  the  Yukon  country  to  fetch  my  gold,  so  I 
made    for   the   old    country   to    let    the    only 
man  I   cared   a  cent  for  reap  the  benefit  of 
my  find     I  should  have  been  home  six  months 
ago,  but  that  I  lay  sick  at  Montreal." 

He  paused  and  gasped  for  breath,  grinning 
maliciously  all  the  time  at  Malahide. 

"  I've  heard  a  thing  or  two  in  the  village," 
he  continued,  "  and  I  am  glad  to  be  able  to 
make  matters   right  for  you   and   the  young 
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lady,  Master  Dick.  I  was  a  gamekeeper  once, 
and  it's  a  real  pleasure  to  stall  off  a  poacher. 
Bend  your  head  a  moment." 

Dick  stooped  down  and  Shrimpton  whis- 
pered rapidly  for  over  a  minute  in  his  ear. 

"That's  where  the  gold  is — three  millions 
of  it,"  he  concluded,  aloud.  "If  so  be  as  I 
havn't  made  it  plain,  this  will  help  you  to 
find  the  place — on  the  back  of  your  own 
photo,  as  I've  carried  with  me  this  three 
year."  And  plunging  his  hand  into  his  pocket, 
he  gave  Dick  a  thin  package  of  well-worn 
leather.  When  he  had  done  so  his  hand  fell 
feebly  to  his  side;  but  the  next  moment,  to 
the  astonishment  of  everyone,  he  rose  slowly 
to  his  feet  and  spoke  in  a  clear  voice: — 

"  I  have  neither  chick  nor  child,  nor  any 
living  relative.  The  gold  is  yours,  Mr. 
Osborne,  for  the  trouble  of  fetching  it.  This 
is  April;  if  you  start  at  once  you  will  be 
able  to  get  in  and  out  again  before  winter 
settles  down.  That  is  all  my  business,  gentle- 
men; if  you  will  kindly  open  the  window  I 
will  be  going.     I — I  cannot " 

He  broke  off  suddenly,   a  great  gush    of 
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blood  surging  from  the  overwrought  lungs. 
Then  he  took  a  step  forward,  clutching  at 
his  chest  like  a  wounded  animal,  staggered, 
and  fell  dead,  while  Malahide,  pale,  but  self- 
controlled,  was  still  fingermg  the   hasp  of  the 

window. 

The  death  of  a  returned  gamekeeper  from 
undoubted  natural  causes  could  not  be  ex- 
pected to  disturb  more  than  momentarily  the 
smooth  machinery  of  a  milHonaire's  house- 
hold. Half  an  hour  later,  Rupert  Malahide 
stood  m  his  magnificent  entrance  hall  to  speed 
the  parting  guests,  the  ladies  bemg  ignorant 
that  anytLmg  unusual  had  occurred. 

The  Armstrongs  drove  away,  and  Malahide 
handed  Beryl  to  the  carriage,  holding  the 
door  courteously  for  Mr.  Asquith  to  follow. 
He  had  to  wait  a  Uttle,  for  the  old  squire  was 
exchanging  an  animated  but  subdued  con- 
versation with  Dick,  who  was  gomg  to  walk 

home. 

«  We  were  interrupted  to-night,  but  I  hope 
to  have  that  chat  with  you  at  the  first  oppor- 
tunity," said  the  master  of  the  Abbey  as  the 
master  of  the  HaU  at  length  took  his  seat 


48 


SPECTRE  GOLD. 


I 


Mr.  Asquith  looked  flushed  and  excited, 
but  with  the  instinct  of  a  gentleman  he 
tried  not  to  be  rude  to  his  host. 

"I  do  not — er — exactly  think  that  it  will 
lead  to  anything — now,"  he  stammered. 

"I  quite  understand,"  said  Malahide,  in- 
fusing a  tinge  of  sadness  into  his  voice. 
"  Good-night  to  you ;  good-night,  Miss  As- 
quith." And  the  shabby  Hall  brougham 
drove  oflf,  leaving  him  face  to  face  with  Dick 
Osborne.  For  over  half  a  minute  the  two 
men  eyed  each  other  steadily,  as  though 
curbing  an  impulse  to  say  something  that 
might  be  injudicious.  Dick  was  the  first  to 
break  silence  with  the  homely  commonplace: 

"  Thanks  for  your  hospitality.  Good- 
night!" 

"  So  glad  you  have  enjoyed  yourself," 
Malahide  replied,  with  the  suspicion  of  a 
sneer.  "Good-night  to  you,  and  take  care 
of  the  barbed-wire  fences  on  your  way." 

With  which  significant  advice  he  went 
slowly  back  into  the  house,  and  sought  the 
seclusion  of  his  study. 

"  Barbed  fences ! "    he    kept    muttering  to 
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himself.      "  Barbed    fences    are    very    useful 

things !     I  think  that  Jake  Mursell  is  as  good 

a  specimen  of  the  human  barbed   fence  as  I 

know." 

And,  sitting  down  to   his  writing-table,  he 

drafted   the   following   telegram    for    despatch 

as    soon    as    the    office    should    open    in   the 

morning : 

"Mursell,  Clifford's  Inn,  Fleet  Street. 
"Be  prepared   to  start  for  America  forthwith  on 
urgent    private   business.      Instructions  at  interview. 
Expect  me  at  noon." 
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A    DANGEROUS   EMISSARY. 

Up  one  of  the  dmgy  staircases  in  dingy  Clif- 
ford's Inn  the  legend,  "Mursell  and  Boggs, 
Law-writers  and  Copyists,"  painted  in  black 
letters  on  the  dirty  wall,  was  followed  by  the 
caricature  of  a  podgy  hand  with  the  dexter 
finger  pointing  to  an  adjacent  door.  Mount- 
ing the  stairs  at  noon  on  the  day  after  the 
events  last  related,  Mr.  Rupert  Malahide  made 
straight  for  that  door  with  a  disregard  of  the 
directing  digit  that  suggested  a  certain  famili- 
arity with  the  premises  of  Messrs.  Mursell 
and  Boggs. 

Having  tried  the  door  and  found  it  locked, 
Malahide  applied  his  knuckles  to  the  centre 
panel  in  a  peculiar  rataplan  that  must  have 
required   learning.    No   voice  responded,  and 
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for  over  a  minute  his  summons  had  no  eti'ect. 
Nor,  for  the  matter  of  that,  did  the  visitor 
seem  to  expect  any.  He  just  cooled  his 
heels  and  waited  without  the  least  sign  of 
impatience  till— "  Click ! "  went  some  primi- 
tive piece  of  mechanism  on  the  inside, 
and  the  door  swung  open,  closing  again 
with  a  sharp  metallic  snap  directly  he  had 
entered. 

The  room  in  which  he  found  himself  was 
an  outer  one,  very  small,  and  with  a  counter 
running  its  whole  length.  No  one  was  visible, 
and  the  door  at  the  back  of  the  counter 
leading  into  an  inner  room  was  closed.  In 
no  way  disconcerted,  Malahide  knocked  on 
the  counter,  making  a  different  tune  this 
time,  and  with  more  immediate  result.  A 
man  opened  the  inner  door,  and  recognising 
his  visitor  came  out  and  raised  the  flap  ol 
the  counter.  Then  without  a  word  the  two 
passed  together  into  the  room  beyond,  and 
not  till  the  door  was  carefully  closed  did 
either  of  them  speak. 

"Your   precautions  are  rather  a  nuisance, 
Jake;     but    I    suppose    that     they    are    as 
E  2 
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necessary  as  ever,"  Malahide  said,  seating 
himself  on  a  rickety  cane  chair,  which, 
with  the  exception  of  a  table  and  another 
chair,  formed  the  sole  furniture  of  the  apart- 
ment. 

"  As  necessary  a«  ever,"  repeated  the  repre- 
sentative of  Mursell  and  Boggs.  "I  have 
been  domg  some  very  fine  work  lately. 
Would  you  care  to  look  at  it  ? " 

"  No,  thanks  ;  I  have  no  time  to  admire 
forged  bank-notei  ^o-day,"  replied  Malahide. 
"  You  got  my  wire  ?  You  are  ready  to  start 
for  America  at  once  ? " 

"Needs  must — you  know  the  proverb,  I 
reckon,  Mr. — ah  ! — Malahide,  isn't  it  now  ?  " 
returned  the  oNvner  of  the  shabby  room  with 
a  vagueness  as  to  the  name  which  would  have 
interested  some  of  his  visitor's  neighbours  in 
Hampshire.  He  was  a  curious-looking  man 
— this  "law-writer,"  who  had  to  be  so  careful 
about  chance  callers,  and  who  allowed 
brusque  insinuations  about  forged  bank- 
notes to  pass  without  demur.  Of  any  age 
between  five-and-twenty  and  forty;  short  and 
stout ;     bull -necked     and    clean-shaven ;    with 


I 


A  DANGEROUS  EMISSARY. 


53 


I 


■i 


an  insinuating,  confidential  manner,  and 
jovial  eyes  that  either  laughed  at  or  with 
his  hearers — no  one  could  ever  be  quite  sure 
which — he  might  have  been  anything  from  a 
successftil  counsel  to  a  lion-comique  of  the 
music-halls.  It  was  all  a  matter  of  dress,  and 
for  the  present  his  costume  favoured  the 
music-haUs  rather  than  the  bar.  He  wore  a 
soiled  white  waistcoat,  and  was  in  his  shirt- 
sleeves. 

"I  am  glad  you  see  it  in  that  light," 
replied  Malahide.  "  And  you  know  by  pre- 
vious experience,  Mursell,  that,  though  I 
don't  brook  mutiny,  I  am  not  a  bad  pay- 
master. I  shall  give  you  pretty  nearly  carte- 
hlanche  in  the  business,  and  a  margin  for 
yourself  that  will  pay  you  better  than  turning 
out  bogus  bank-notes  in  this  rat-hole  at  the 
imminent  risk  of  detection." 

"The  game  isn't  what  it  used  to  be,  cer- 
tainly. It  ain't  the  making  'em;  it's  the 
planting  'em  that's  the  trouble,"  confessed 
Mursell  with  rueful  frankness.  "It  was  only 
as  1  was  putting  the  tools  and  things  away 
just  now,  when  you  knocked,   that  I  noticed 
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my  hole  in  the  floor  was  chock  up  with 
stuff  as  I  couldn't  safely  dispose  of.  And 
now  tip  us  the  office,  Mr.  Malahide.  What 
is  the  little  game  to  be,  across  the  herring- 
pond  ? " 

"I  will  tell  you,  but  first  a  question.  I 
remember  your  once  saying  that  you  had 
relatives  at  Victoria,  in  British  Columbia. 
Are  they  still  there  ? " 

"You  refer  to  my  ever-respected  mother, 
sir — also  a  sister,"  replied  Mursell  briskly. 
"No,  they  have  left  Victoria  for  a  much 
farther  outpost  of  civilisation.  They  are  at 
Skagway  in  Alaska,  which  is  a  sort  of 
jumping-off  place  for  miners  and  others 
going  north  into  the  wilds  about  the  head- 
waters of  the  Yukon  and  Pelly  riverr 
Alaska  is  United  States  territory.  The  old, 
lady  finds  Uncle  Sam  a  deal  more  con- 
genial to  live  under  than  the  Govern- 
ment of  a  British  Crown  Colony.  She 
keeps  what  she  calls  a  hotel  there,  though 
I  should  call  it  a  raloon — and  a  gambling 
saloon  at  that." 

Malahide  made  no  secret  of   his  satisfac- 
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tion.  "  It  could  not  be  better,"  said  he. 
"  That  is  the  very  place  where  you  may 
have  to  operate,  and  as  saloon-keepers  your 
people  will  be  sure  to  have  friends — friends 
of  the  right  sort,  ready  with  pistol  and  bowie- 
knife.  Now  listen  to  me,  Jake  Mursell."  And 
without  hinting  at  his  reasons  or  motives, 
he  briefly  related  the  story  of  Ned  Shrimp- 
ton's  return  on  the  previous  night,  of  his 
alleged  cachet  of  gold,  and  of  his  confiding 
the  secret  of  the  locality  to  Dick  Osborne. 
At  which  point  Mursell  interrupted  with  a 
whistle. 

"  You  ain't  ever  going  to  start  me  on  such 
a  wild-goose  chase  as  that!"  he  exclaimed. 
"  Why,  it's  a  hundred  to  one  that  the  man 
was  dv3lirious,  and  that  there's  no  gold  at 
all  And  if  there  was,  it's  fifty  times  that 
odds  against  my  finding  the  place  —  even 
if  I  could  manage  to  get  that  plan.  You 
want  me  to  forestall  that  barrister  chap, 
eh?" 

"  Not  at  all ;  you  jump  to  conclusions  too 
quickly,"  said  Malahide.  "  I  wouldn't  throw 
away  the    ten  thousand    pounds    that    I    am 
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prepared  to  spend,  if  necessary,  on  such  an 
off-chance  of  profit.  No!  it's  this  fellow 
Osborne  that  I  am  interested  in,  Jake.  I 
must  have  him  fixed  up  somehow  out  there 
— you  understand?  There  is  no  need  for  me 
to  tell  you  how.  He  stands  in  my  way,  and 
your  mission  is  to  remove  the  obstruction, 
once  for  all.  It  ought  to  be  an  easy  matter 
in  the  lawless  places  he  will  have  to  pass 
through — Skftgway,  for  instance. 

Mursell  eyed  his  prospective  employer 
quite  coolly.  The  proposition  did  not  seem 
to  stagger  him  in  the  least;  he  was  only 
weighing  the  pros  and  cons. 

"  He  may  not  go  by  Skagway.  There 
is  another  route  by  St.  Michael's  and 
thence  up  the  whole  length  of  the  Yukon 
by  river  steamer  to  Circle  City,"  he  said 
at  last. 

"  The  chances  are  that  he  will  take  the 
quickest  way,  which  is  by  Skagway  and  over 
one  of  the  passes,"  replied  Malahide.  "You 
will  have  to  shadow  him  right  from  the 
start,  and  if  he  goes  the  other  route,  stick  to 
him   till   you   get    your   chance.      I    take   it 
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that  St.  Michael's  and  Circle  City  are  as 
rough  as  Skagway ;  you  would  only  have  to 
do  without  the  advantage  of  having  friends 
at  court." 

"  When  does  he  leave  England  ? " 
"That  you  must  find  out,  but  I  think  he 
is  going  at  once,"  said  Malahide,  with  a  cruel 
little  laugh.  "He  travelled  up  to  town  in 
the  same  train  with  me  this  morning,  and  I 
witnessed  his  parting  with  his  friends  at  the 
station.  From  its  nature  I  should  imagine 
that  it  was  the  final  one.  His  chambers  are 
at  47,  King's  Bench  Walk,  Temple;  so  you 
had  better  pick  up  the  trail  there  without 
delav.  You  will  Itnow  how  to  discover  when 
he  starts,  and  than  you  can  come  on  to  me 
at  my  flat  in  Victoria  Street  and  draw  money 
for  expenses." 

"Right  you  are,"  said  Mursell  Avith  the 
promptness  of  a  commercial  traveller  booking 
an  order.  "As  a  barrister  he  will  have  a 
clerk  or  a  share  of  one,  and  I  ought  to  be 
able  to  get  the  tip  that  way.  Failing  him 
there's  the  laundress  to  fall  back  upon. 
Temple    laundresses    can   mostly    be    squared 
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with  two  of  gin  cold.  But  I'll  try  the  clerk 
first,  and,  as  barristers'  clerks  feed  about  this 
time,  I  had  better  be  off  and  cntch  him  at 
lunch." 

Mulahide  rose  and  watched  Mursell 
curiously  as  the  latter  got  into  a  well-worn 
black  coat,  and  put  away  the  few  sheets  of 
partly  copied  draft-paper  that  constituted 
the  "  dummy "  signs  of  his  ostensible 
business.  Then  when  the  inner  and  outer 
doors  had  been  carefully  fastened,  the  two 
men  left  the  shabby  retreat  to  silence  and 
solitude. 

"What  about  this  place  while  you  are 
abroad?"  said  Malahide  thoughtfully,  as  they 
descended  the  stairs  together.  "  It  would  not 
be  advisable  for  your  absence  to  excite 
remark." 

"The  shop  must  remain  closed;  there's 
no  time  to  remove  my  little  stock-in-trade," 
replied  Mursell.  "If  you  will  stand  the 
needful  to  pay  the  rent  in  advance,  there 
will  be  no  trouble.  I  am  not  Ukely  to  have 
any  callers,  and  'Boggs,*  as  you  know,  is  a 
myth." 
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Outside  Clifford's  Inn  the  pair  separated; 
Malahide  hailing  a  cab  to  take  him  westward, 
and  Mursell  deftly  threading  his  way  through 
the    busy    throng    to     the    seclusion    of    the 
Temple.      Thence,       after      a     few       simple 
manoeuvres    in    the  neighbourhood  of   King's 
Bench  Walk,  he  shortly  emerged  in  the  wake 
of   an    ink-stained   youth  whom  he    followed 
to  tlie  Cock  Tavern  in  Fleet  Street.     Having 
marked    down    his    game,    he  waited  a  little 
and    then    entered  the  bar,    where    the  joint 
clerk    of    Dick     Osborne     and    of   a    brother 
junior    was    munching    a     sandwich    at    the 
counter.     To  a  man  of  Mursell's  attainments 
the   rest    was   easy.     A    stumble  against    the 
unconscious    victim,     and    a   profuse    apology 
formed   the  prelude  to  a   conversation  which 
it  was  only  natural  should  lead  to  an  inter- 
change of  "  drinks." 

"In  the  legal  line,  I  see,"  said  Mursell 
presently,  tapping  a  couple  of  tape-tied  docu- 
ments that  protruded  from  the  clerk's  pocket 
"On  the  way  to  Court?" 

"No,  worse  luck!"  was  the  despondent 
reply.    "It's  about    the   rummiest  go   I   ever 
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heard  of.  One  of  my  governors  is  returning 
his  briefe  to  the  solicitors,  and  two  years  ago 
he'd  have  given  his  head  for  so  much 
as  a  smell  of  one!  I'm  taking  'em  round 
now,  and  when  I  get  back  I  expect  I'll 
get  the  chuck — that  is,  his  share  of  me 
will." 

"  Why,  how's  that  ? "  said  the  sympathetic 
MurselL 

"He  sails  from  Liverpool  to-morrow  for 
Montreal  in  the  Sarmatian  —  subsequent 
movements  kept  strictly  private,"  replied 
the  clerk  viciously.  "In  the  middle  of 
term,  too,  and  been  getting  on  so  nicely. 
There's  a  screw  loose  somewhere,  I  should 
say." 

"  I  really  think  there  must  be ;  been  betting, 
perhaps,"  said  Mursell.  "  Or  maybe  he  doesn't 
know  when  he's  well  oflf." 

And  having  no  further  use  for  his  new 
friend,  this  busy  law-writer  and  copyist 
looked  at  his  watch  and  remembered  that  he 
had  an  appointment. 

"  This  is  going  to  be  a  big  thing,"  he  mused 
as  he  walked  along  the  Strand  to  report  to 
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his  employer.  *' I  Avonder  how  Malahide— 
queer  name  to  choose— is  going  to  fix  it  up 
so  that  I  can't  round  on  him  afterwards. 
Usual  game,  I  reckon — relies  on  my  being 
too  comproriiised  to  split." 
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CHAPTER   IV. 

MOTHER  MURSELL's  HOTEL. 

In  the  month  of  May,  1896,  before  the  world 
had  gone  crazy  with  the  gold  news  from 
the  North,  Skagway,  on  the  narrow  strip 
of  Alaska  that  lies  between  the  Pacific  Ocean 
and  the  British  territories,  was  not  the  busy 
place  it  has  since  become.  A  rude  wharf 
fronting  the  inlet  of  the  sea;  something 
under  a  score  of  log  cabins  and  frame 
shanties,  and  a  good  sprinkling  of  tents  on 
the  outskirts,  met  all  the  requirements  of  a 
population  to  a  great  extent  transitory.  The 
prevailing  odour  of  the  unpaved,  unlighted 
"City"  was  a  blend  of  seal-oil  and  salmon- 
offal. 

Half-a-dozen  of  the  larger   log-cabins  and 
frame  shanties  proclaimed  themselves  "  hotels  " 
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or  "saloons,"  tho  most  pretentious  of  these 
places  of  entertainment  being  a  six-rooiued 
frame  dwelling-honse,  with  an  annex  of  a 
large  log-built  apartment  for  use  as  a  bar- 
room. A  board  on  the  roof  informed  all 
comers  that  this  was  "Mother  Mursell's 
Hotel,"  and  the  stranger,  while  feeling  at 
once  the  attraction  of  feminine  proprietor- 
ship, was  also  impressed  with  Mother  Mursell's 
business  acumen.  The  location  for  her  hostelry 
had  been  judiciously  selected  close  to  the 
wharf,  with  an  eye  to  catching  travellers 
newly  arrived  by  sea. 

It  chanced  one  evening,  as  the  twilight 
was  swooping  down  on  the  dull  grey  waters 
of  the  creek,  and  covering  up  the  squalor  of 
the  dreary  township,  that  the  bar-room  at 
Mursell's  Hotel  was  nearly  unoccupied.  The 
public  approach  was  by  a  door  in  the  centre, 
having  a  couple  of  glazed  windows — by  no 
means  a  common  luxury  in  Skagway — on 
either  side.  Down  the  middle  ran  a  table, 
composed  of  planks  raised  on  empty  casks, 
and  covered  with  a  dirty  green  cloth  denoting 
that    this    was    the    shrine   of   the    gambler. 
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Across  the  end  of  the  room  ran  the  bar, 
a  similar  structure,  but  of  higher  eleva- 
tion ;  and  at  the  back  was  the  door  that 
led  into  the  more  private  portion  of  the 
house. 

Against  the  rude  counter  a  man  was  leaning, 
talking  in  subdued  whispers  to  a  girl — a 
great  strapping,  raw-boned  wench,  coarse  of 
feature  and  uncouth  in  gesture,  yet  just 
at  this  moment  listening  with  all  a  gentle 
maiden's  coyness  to  her  admirer's  gallantries. 
Hank  Devine  had  lingered,  after  the  departure 
of  a  batch  of  customers,  to  have  a  few  words 
with  Vick  Mursell  before  "the  boys"  arrived 
for  their  nightly  pandemonium  round  the 
green  table.  Devine,  a  good-looking  American 
miner  about  thirty  years  old,  was  recently 
back  from  a  fairly  prosperous  spell  of  work 
on  the  Stikeen  river,  and  had  promptly 
succumbed  to  the  charms  of  Miss  Mursell  as 
those  of  the  first  woman  he  had  set  eyes  on 
for  eight  months. 

Though  there  were  signs  that  the  liking 
was  mutual,  it  was  evident  that  the  course 
of  true  love  was  not  running  smoothly.      The 
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sibilant  hiss  of  the  young  lady's  frequent 
allusions  to  a  certain  "she,"  and  her  nervous 
glances  to  the  door  at  the  back  of  the  bar,  sug- 
gested opposition  and  anticipated  ^interruption. 

"'Tain't  no  use,"  said  the  girl,  after  an 
impassioned  appeal.  "You  know  what  she 
is,  after  cavortin'  around  here  a  month.  She 
wants  me  to  thump  the  pianner  and  draw 
the  boys — says  it  out  straight,  she  does,  and  no 
error.  I  should  cry  if  harm  was  to  come  to 
you  through  me,  and  you'd  best  watch  your- 
self. Hank.  She  swore  she'd  lay  out  the  last 
feller  that  came  sparking  after  me,  and  she'd 
a'  done  it,  too,  if  he  hadn't  made  tracks.  It's 
a  pretty  hard  crowd  in  Skagway,  but  I  guess 
mother's  as  hard  as  any  old  tough  of 
the  lot." 

"Waal,  I  dunno'  as  I  ain't  kinder  favour- 
able to  imitating  that  last  fellow  o'  yourn," 
said  Hank  playfiill}',  but  hastening  to  add, 
as  Vick  withdrew  her  hand,  "  provided  as 
you'd  make  tracks  ter  one  and  the 
same  time.  We  might  board  the  next  boat 
for  Victoria  or  Seattle,  and  get  hitched 
there." 
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The  girl's  hand  stole  along  the  counter  till 
it  touched  his  again. 

"  I  like  you  for  saying  that,"  she  whispered. 
"  But  it  wouldn't  never  do — nohow.  Wherever 
we'd  git  to  mother  d  trail  us,  and — don't  you 
mistake — she'd  act  ugly." 

"  Mebbe  you  wrong  her,"  said  the  miner 
chivalrously.  "It's  her  manner  that's  agin 
her,  I  reckon." 

So  intent  was  he  on  watching  the  play  of 
Vick's  expressive  features  that  he  did  not 
notice  that  the  door  behind  the  bar  had 
suddenly  opened  in  time  to  allow  the  opener 
to  catch  his  concluding  sentence.  Vick  her- 
self became  aware  of  it  first,  and,  turning 
quickly,  carried  Devine's  gaze  to  the  door, 
where  a  woman  had  paused  on  the  threshold 
— a  woman  who  held  them  both  fascinated  in 
awestruck  silence  as  she  entered,  followed  by 
a  Chinaman  bearing  a  huge  petroleum  lamp. 
Without  a  word  she  came  round  a  gap  at 
the  end  of  the  counter,  and,  apparently 
paying  no  b'^/od  to  the  frightened  Vick 
or  her  cavalier,  looked  on  critically,  but 
still    in    silence,  as   the  Chinaman  suspended 
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the  lamp  in  an  iron  ring  over  the  centre 
table. 

It  was  only  by  her  skiro  of  homespun 
woollen  stuff  that  the  sex  of  Mother  Mursell 
could  be  distinguished.  About  sixty  years  of 
age,  tall,  gaunt,  and  angular,  with  close- 
cropped  iron-grey  hair,  and  fierce  masculine 
features,  she  must  have  come  as  a  shock  to 
those  of  her  guests  who  were  attracted  by 
the  maternal-looking  sign-board.  Her  upper 
garment  being  nothing  more  or  less  than  a 
miner's  red  shirt,  she  was  often  mistaken  for 
a  man  when  "  bar- tending  "  behind  the  counter, 
and  was  addressed  as  "  old  hoss  "  or  "  captain  " 
by  strange  cu&(tomers. 

Wishing  with  all  his  heart,  but  too  proud, 
to  slink  away.  Hank  Devinc  continued  to  loll 
at  the  bar,  and  Vick  to  watch  her  mother's 
every  movement  with  wide-open  apprehensive 
eyes.  When  the  Chinaman  had  retired,  Mrs. 
Mursell  proceeded  to  turn  the  lamp  up  to  its 
fullest  capacity,  and  taking  two  packs  of  dirty 
cards  from  her  pocket  tossed  them  on  to  the 
table.  Then  with  a  swift  movement  she 
produced  a  Colt's  six-shooter  from  a  leather 
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holster  strapped  across  her  hip,  and  aimed 
it  straight,  as  it  seemed,  at  Devine's  head. 
Before  he  could  realise  what  was  happening, 
the  report  rang  out,  and  a  bullet  crashed  into 
the  log  wall  an  inch  from  his  ear.  Instinctively 
his  hand  flew  to  his  own  weapon,  but  a  cry 
from  Vick  stayed  him  just  as  he  recognised 
the  difficulty  of  shooting  his  sweetheart's 
mother  before  her  eyes. 

"  Keep  still — for  Heaven's  sake,  keep  still ! " 
shrieked  the  girl. 

It  was  unpleasant  advice  to  have  to  follow, 
especially  as  it  had  hardly  been  given  when 
Mother  MursoH'a  pistol  banged  again,  and  the 
ball  splintof<i/l  the  woodwork  close  to  his  jaw. 
But  this  second  miss  on  the  part  of  a  lady 
so  handy  with  her  shooting-iron  reassured 
him,  and  guessing  that  she  was  engaged  in 
the  clicerful  pastime  known  as  "making 
a  pattern "  of  his  head,  the  young  miner 
stood  like  a  statue,  till  she  had  emptied 
the  roj;iaining  chambers  of  her  revolver, 
and  a  pear-shaped  figure  on  the  bullet- 
starred  logs  testified  to  her  skill — and  for- 
l)oaranco. 
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"So  my  manners  is  agin  me,  you  great 
calf!"  blustered  the  virago,  proceeding  to 
stuff  fresh  cartridges  into  her  smoking  pistol 
"  Now,  there's  only  one  word  I'm  going 
to  sling  at  you,  and  that's  'Git!'  You  git 
out  of  this  and  stay  out,  or  I  reckon  I'll 
make  a  different  kind  of  play  with  your  silly 
head  next  time.  Vick  Mursell's  got  to  help 
me  run  Mursell's  Hotel — poor,  lone  woman 
that  I  am — and  she  ain't  got  no  time  for 
sparks  1  No,  not  for  lovyers  or  husbands  or 
nothink ! " 

"  You'd  best  be  goin',"  whispered  Vick, 
perceiving  that  Hank  was  half  inclined  to 
stand  his  ground,  and  to,  as  she  would  have 
expressed  it,  "  try  a  bluff." 

The  advice  was  accompanied  by  a  signi- 
ficant push  that  warned  him  not  to  be  rash. 
With  a  die-away  glance  at  his  fellow  culprit 
hat  was  meant  to  denote  eternal  constancy, 
and  a  cool  "  Well,  goodnight,  ladies,"  he 
made  for  the  public  door,  where,  however, 
he  halted  when  ho  was  half  way  outside  to 
look  back. 

"  Steamer's  in,"  ho  said  laconically.     "  You'll 
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be  having  fresh  company  here  directly.  You'd 
best  find  yer  mannera,  mother." 

With  which  parting  sally  he  beat  a  hasty 
retreat,  pulling  the  heavy  door  to  just  in 
time  for  it  to  receive  the  final  bullet  which, 
as  he  had  expected,  the  furious  woman  sent 
after  him.  In  his  flight  he  nearly  knocked 
over  a  man,  who  passed  him,  and,  pushing 
open  the  half-closed  door,  stood  blinking  in 
the  smother  of  smoke  which  Mrs.  Mursell's 
shooting  had  raised. 

"  Well,  old  lady,  you  seem  to  be  giving  a 
nice  quiet  tea  party,"  said  the  new  arrival 
"If  I  had  been  ten  seconds  sooner  you'd 
have  welcomed  your  fond  offspring  with  a 
lead  pill." 

"  What  in  thunder ! "  screeched  the  grim 
landlady.  "  Here,  Vick !  Drat  me  if  it  ain't 
the  boy !  And  what  might  you  be  doing  out 
of  Europe  where  you  was  getting  on  so  nicely, 
Jake  Mursell?" 

Jake  grinned  all  over  iiis  broad  face,  and 
shut  the  door  carefully  before  replying.  He 
was  well  and  suitably  dressed  for  travelling 
in  a  northern  climate  in  summer,  and  looked 
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altogether  more  respectable  than  when  he 
received  Rupert  Malahide  in  his  cock-loft  at 
Clifford's  Inn.  Vick  ha^  come  round  the  bar 
and  seemed  inclined  to  be  demonstrative,  but 
Jake  waved  her  off. 

"Take  a  leaf  from  your  mother's  book, 
my  girl,  and  conceal  your  affection,"  he  said. 
"I  shan't  be  hurt.  I  didn't  look  for  a  warm 
welcome,  and  what's  more,  I  didn't  want  one, 
because  I  can't  at  present  claim  relationship. 
That  is  why  I  bustled  up  from  the  wharf 
ahead  of  the  other  passenger  by  the  steamer. 
I  have  recommended  the  house  to  a  young 
Englishman  with  whom  I  have  travelled,  and 
he'll  bo  along  in  a  brace  of  shakes.  Remem- 
ber, please,  that  I'm  Mr.  William  Baxter, 
come  to  start  a  salmon-canning  factory  on 
the  Taku  river,  and  that  you  never  set 
eyes  on  me  before.  Treat  him  well;  put 
him  in  your  best  room,  if  you  have  got 
a  room  at  all ;  and  don't  shoot  him,  old 
lady  —  at  any  rate,  till  I  give  the  word. 
I'll  explaui  later,  for  I  reckon  I  hear  him 
outside," 

"  Is   there   dollars  in  it  ? "   queried   Mother 
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Mursell  in  a  hoarse  undertone,  her  bloodshot 
eyes  striving  to  read  her  son's  face. 

"  A  whole  pile — if  you  don't  give  the  show 
away  with  your  out- West,  cowboy-on-the-tear 
behaviour,"  replied  Jake. 

"  And  I'm  to  share  ? " 

"There'll  be  a  percentage." 

"Then  I  guess  I'll  scoot,  and  put  on  a 
shawl  or  something,"  said  the  hotel-proprie- 
tress. "You  fix  it  up  with  the  Britisher 
when  he  comes  in,  Vick,  and  sling  him 
some  of  those  sweets  you're  so  free  with 
to  that  Devine  feller.  Best  run  him 
through  into  the  house  right  quick.  The 
boys  will  be  along  d'rectly — now  the  lamp's 
Ut" 

She  had  scarcely  disappeared  when  Dick 
Osborne  entered,  followed  by  the  half-breed 
porter  whom  he  had  hired  to  carry  his 
baggage  up  from  the  wharf.  For  a  moment 
he  drew  back  in  astonishment.  The  smell  of 
gunpowder,  the  vanishing  smoke-wreaths,  the 
rough  green  table  and  the  cards,  the  black 
bottles  on  the  extemporised  counter  —  all 
those  wore  somewhat  of  a   revelation   to  one 
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whose  only  previous  American  experience 
consisted  of  a  week  in  a  Pullman  car  and  two 
days  in  a  luxurious  hotel  at  Victoria.  But 
Jake  Mursell  stepped  forward  to  reassure  him, 
laughing  cheerily. 

"  It's  all  right,"  he  said.  "  I've  just  found 
that  this  is  the  place  I  was  recommended 
to.  It  looks  a  bit  rough,  but  this  is 
only  the  saloon — corresponds  to  the  tap- 
room in  England,  you  know.  The  living 
accommodation  is  behind;  and,  anyway,  my 
friend  assured  mc  it  was  the  best  house  in 
Skagway." 

Dick,  though  startled,  was  quite  prepared 
to  rough  it,  and  quickly  pulled  himself  to- 
gether. "Oh,  there  you  are,  Mr.  Baxter,"  ho 
said.  "  I  didn't  see  you  for  a  moment 
in  the  smoke.  I  have  no  doubt  the 
hotel  is  everything  it  ought  to  be;  my 
only  anxiety  is  whether  they  can  take  me 
in." 

Vick  Mursell  came  forward  shyly,  twisting 
her  apron  in  her  great  red  hands.  She  was 
not  in  the  least  afraid  of  the  half-drunken 
miners    and    sailors,    who    nightly    quarrelled 
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and  blasphemed  in  her  mother's  saloon,  but 
the  quiet  speech  and  gentle  manners  of  this 
stalwart  young  Englishman  cowed  her.  In- 
stead of  answering  him  with  the  slangy 
chaff  which  she  would  have  hurled  at  an 
ordinary  guest,  she  made  an  efibrt  to  be 
polite. 

"  There's  no  call  to  fret  about  that,"  she 
said.  "  Wo  ain't  got  anyone  stopping  in  the 
house,  nor  yet  likely  to — before  the  pro- 
spectors come  down    in   the  fall.     There's  a 

room  for  you,  and  another  for  J ,  for  this 

other  feller,  I  mean.  Come  right  through  the 
bar,  and  I'll  show  it  you." 

Calling  a  Chinaman  to  mind  the  saloon, 
she  led  the  way  into  the  house,  where  on 
either  side  of  a  short  passage  four  sleeping- 
bunks — they  could  hardly  be  called  rooms — 
formed  the  solo  guest  accommodation  of  the 
"hotel."  Round  a  twist  in  the  passage  was 
a  small  parlour,  where  the  boarders,  when 
there  were  any,  took  their  meals;  beyond 
this,  again,  was  the  Mursells'  own  lair, 
used  for  both  living  and  sleeping  in, 
and   connected    by    a    corered    passage    with 
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a  detached  shed,  where  a  Chinaman  did  the 
cooking. 

"  That  will  be  yourn,"  Vick  said,  indicating 
one  of  the  cubicles  to  Jake.  "And  this  'un 
will  be  yourn,  mister,"  she  continued,  standing 
aside  for  Dick  to  enter  the  wretched  little 
den,  whose  only  light  came  from  the  lamp 
in  the  passage  through  an  opening  over 
the  door.  There's  a  winder  to  it,  yo 
see,  as  is  handy  in  daytime ;  and  that's 
more'n  there  is  to  the  rooms  on  t'  other 
side." 

"  Thanks,  it  will  do  very  nicely,"  said  Dick, 
trying  not  to  look  askance  at  the  dirty  bed. 
"I  shall  only  be  here  a  day  or  two,  and  I 
dare  say  it  is  a  better  room  than  I  shall  have 
for  a  long  time." 

"Goin'  north,  prospectin' ? " 
"To  see  the  country,"  replied  Dick,  with 
caution;  and  signing  to  the  half-breed  to  de- 
posit his  portmanteau,  he  paid  the  man  and 
stood  as  though  expecting  to  be  left  alone. 
But  Vick  still  lingered  in  the  door-way, 
apparently  absorbed  in  the  long  check  ulster 
which   Dick   had   worn   on   the   voyage.      He 
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did  not  know  whether  to  be  amused  or 
annoyed  by  the  prolonged  scrutiny. 

"Do  tell!"  she  murmured,  lowering  her 
voice  lest  her  brother,  who  was  seeing  to  his 
effects  in  the  opposite  room,  should  hear. 
"  Do  tell !  That  there  coat's  a  disguise,  ain't 
it?" 

"  No,  indeed ! "  said  Dick.  "  It  is  quite  an 
everyday  sort  of  garment,  I  assure  you,  Miss 
Mursell — if  you  are  Miss  Mursell." 

"I'm  Vick  Mursell,"  the  girl  replied  with 
true  Western  disdain  for  any  but  a  military  or 
a  noble  title.  "Say  then,  you're  an  English 
lord,  ain't  you?" 

"Not  even  that,"  laughed  Dick.  "What 
on  earth  put  that  into  your  head?" 

"I  read  it  in  a  dime  novel,"  said  Vick, 
with  reproving  solemnity.  "A  dime  novel 
with  pickshers,  and  the  English  lord  in  it 
wore  a  coat  as  like  that  as  two  shucks  of 
corn.  That's  what  comes  o'  book-leamin',  ye 
sea    You  won't  fool  me." 

And  Vick  Mursell  departed,  fully  convinced 
that  the  dream  of  her  life  was  fulfilled,  and 
that  she  had  set  eyes  on  a  real  English  lord. 
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Nor  during  her  subsequent  dealings  with  Dick 
would  anything  persuade  her  that  he  was  not 
a  member  of  the  peerage— a  cherished  belief 
that  was  not  without  its  influence  on  his 
future  fortunes. 
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CHAPTER   V. 


TREACHERY. 

The  washing  facilities  at  Mother  Mursell's 
Hotfl  were  not  extensive,  but  having  removed 
such  as  he  could  of  the  stains  of  travel  with 
the  aid  of  a  tin  basin  and  a  broken  crock  of 
stale  water,  Dick  Avent  across  and  looked  up 
"  Mr.  William  Baxter."  He  found  that  worthy 
engaged  in  unpacking  a  modest  valise,  though 
in  the  short  interval  Jake  had  found  time  for 
a  stroke  of  diplomacy.  Slipping  along  to  his 
mother's  den,  he  had  spoken  a  few  urgent 
words,  which  resulted  in  Dick  being  spared 
the  shock  of  meeting  his  landlady  on  that 
first  night  under  her  roof. 

Jake  had  travelled  from  Liverpool  and 
across  the  continent  to  British  Columbia  in 
the  same  steamer  and   in  the  same  train  as 
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Dick,  but  by  booking  steerage  and  avoiding 
him  on  "the  cars"  he  had  contrived  to 
remain  unnoticed  till  he  intentionally  put 
himsel  en  Evidence  at  the  hotel  at  Victoria. 
An  interchange  of  courtesies  in  the  smoking- 
room  had  led  to  the  discovery  that  both  were 
going  on  by  the  coasting-steamer  to  Skagway, 
and  Diek,  without  disclosing  his  business, 
had  readily  availed  himself  of  "Mr.  Baxter's '^ 
superior  knowledge  of  the  country.  Jake, 
though  quite  truthfully  disclaiming  previous 
acquaintance  with  Alaska,  represented  himself 
as  a  native-born  American  engaged  in  the 
salmon-canning  industry  —  a  statement  from 
which  truth  was  largely  eliminated. 

Native-born  American  he  certainly  was, 
having  first  seen  the  light  during  the  wild 
times  of  the  Denver  gold  rush,  on  the  very 
night  when  his  late  father,  a  renegade  English- 
man, had  narrowly  escaped  being  lynched  for 
horse-stealing.  And  his  mother  was  even  more 
American,  being  the  reputed  daughter  of  a 
notorious  "road-agent,"  who  had  died  with 
his  boots  on  while  sticking-up  the  Black 
Hills     mail-coach.        But    since     his    earliest 
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years,  save  for  two  visits  at  long  intervals, 
Jake  had  spent  his  life  in  Europe ;  and 
his  operations  in  Clifford's  Inn,  fishy 
though  they  were,  had  no  connection  with 
salmon. 

"Here  you  are,  Mr.  Osborne!"  said  Jake, 
as  Dick  put  his  head  int;o  the  cubicle.  "  I 
reckon  we'd  better  see  about  supper.  I've 
already  bespoke  some,  and  located  the  parlour. 
Here  it  is  you  see,"  as  he  piloted  the  way  into 
the  bare,  evil-smelling  room;  "it  isn't  exactly 
Delmonico's,  but  it  will  have  to  serve  for  want 
of  a  better." 

One  of  Mother  Mursell's  Chinamen  brought 
in  the  corned-beef  hash — the  staple  dish  of 
Western  hostelries — and  the  two  traveller  fell 
to  with  what  zest  they  could  on  its  fibrous 
particles.  All  things  considered,  they  had  a 
merry  meal.  Dick  was  far  too  eager  to  reach 
his  goal  to  care  what  he  ate  and  drank,  and 
Jake  laid  himself  out  to  be  instructive  and 
amusing.  Not  once  did  he  risk  exciting  $us- 
picion  by  evincing  the  slightest  curiosity  as  to 
the  Englishman's  plans,  while  he  was  always 
ready    to    proffer    information     when    asked. 
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These  tactics  were  so  far  successful  that  be- 
fore the  end  of  supper  he  had  elicited  all  he 
wanted  to  know  without  putting  a  single 
question. 

Dick  asked  him  whether  he  thought  it 
possible  for  a  white  man  to  cross  the  passes 
and  explore  towards  the  Yukon  without  em- 
ploying an  expert  guide,  taking  only  Indian 
carriers.  And  Jake,  while  advising  him  not  to 
dream  of  going  to  those  wild  regions  without 
securing  the  services  of  a  hunter  or  miner 
who  had  been  there  before,  knew  well  what 
his  excellent  advice  portended.  Dick  would 
have  to  hang  about  pt  Skagway  indefinitely, 
for  he  would  hardly  be  able  to  select  a  man 
whom  he  could  trust  as  a  companion  on  such 
an  errand  off-hand. 

Long  before  they  had  finished  eating,  heavy 
footsteps  and  gruff  voices  sounded  outside,  and 
presently  the  noise  of  uncouth  revelry  and  the 
tinkle  of  a  badly  played  piano  came  from  the 
saloon.  Dick  began  to  evince  a  traveller's 
inclination  to  study  the  habits  of  the  natives 
by  gaining  his  first  experience  of  an  out- West 
bar-room,   but    Jake,   for    very   good   reasons, 
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discouraged  the  idea.  He  waoted  to  scrape 
acquaintance  with  his  mother's  customers  and 
have  a  chat  with  his  mother  herself  before 
Dick  was  allowed  to  make  friends — or  enemies. 
So  he  sat,  smoking  and  making  himself  agree- 
able, till  Dick  grew  sleepy  and  went  oflf  to 
bed. 

Half  an  hour  later  "Mr.  Baxter,"  after 
a  judicious  retirement  to  his  own  room, 
opened  his  door  softly  and  strolled  into 
the  saloon,  where  he  worked  hard  to  be- 
come popular  with  the  company.  By  the 
time  the  last  customer  had  left,  and  the 
flaring  lamp  over  the  green  table  had  been 
turned  low,  he  had  expended  a  good  many 
dollars  on  Mr.  Rupert  Malahide's  account,  and 
by  sheer  alcohoUc  generosity  had  asserted  his 
influence. 

Throughout  the  conviviaUties  of  the  even- 
ing, Vick,  in  the  intervals  of  thumping  the 
rattletrap  piano,  had  kept  a  distrustful  eye  on 
her  brother,  and  now,  when  he  lingered  in  the 
deserted  saloon,  she  seemed  loth  to  leave  him 
alone  with  her  mother.  A  curt  command  to 
"git,"  however,  was  not  to  be  disobeyed,  and 
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she  vanished,  yawning,  through  the  door 
behind  the  counter. 

Mother  Mursell  poured  herself  out  a  nobbier 
of  rye  whisky,  and  dropped  into  the  rocking- 
chair  in  front  of  the  bar,  whence  she  habitually 
presided  over  the  nightly  orgies.  In  the  sub- 
dued light,  amid  the  reeking  fumes  of  vile 
spirits  and  plug  tobacco,  she  looked  Uke  a 
witch  holding  court.  For  once  her  sex  was 
distinguishable  by  means  of  the  shawl  with 
which,  at  her  son's  suggestion,  she  had  covered 
her  short  iron-grey  locks. 

"  Now,  see  here,  Jake,"  she  croaked.  "  I 
ain't  set  on  allowin'  any  goin's  on  in  my  house 
as  I  ain't  got  a  grip  on.  What's  this  game  o' 
yourn — bringing  a  tenderfoot  Britisher  along, 
and  treating  the  crowd  till  they're  ready  to 
shout  for  ye?" 

Without  any  beating  about  the  bush,  and 
in  plain  terms,  Jake  told  her  his  own  errand 
and  the  object  that  had  brought  Dick  to  Skag- 
way.  Not  only  did  he  want  her  assistance,  but 
he  knew  by  previous  experience  that  if  his 
mother  did  not  have  his  whole  confidence  she 
would  never  rest  till  she  had  unearthed  his 
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plans,  thwarting  him  at  every  turn  all  the 
while.  She  listened  with  cold-blooded  ap- 
proval to  his  determination  to  finish  the  job 
out  of  hand,  and  expressed  surprise  that 
he  had  not  made  a  chance  to  earn  his  rcvrard 
on  the  journey  out. 

Jake  grinned  at  his  parent's  cruder  method. 
"  I  don't  do  that  sort  of  work  with  my  own 
hand  unless  I  am  driven  into  a  corner,"  he 
replied.  "  Besides,  I  wanted  to  hear  what  you 
thought  of  that  dead  miner's  yam  first,  old 
lady.  If  there  was  any  chance  of  its  being 
true,  it  would  be  better  to  let  Osborne  go  up 
to  the  Yukon,  and  carry  out  my  commission 
on  his  way  back.  Provided  he  found  that 
gold  and  brought  it  out,  he'd  be  a  deal  more 
worth  attending  to  than  he  is  to-night.  V/hat's 
the  odds  about  that  cachet  being  a  true 
bill?" 

"  No  odds  at  all ;  it's  a  dead  cert  agin  it," 
snapped  Mother  Mursell  positively.  "There's 
a  sight  of  miners  get  the  swell-head  and  talk 
that  way  when  they've  got  the  fever  on  'em. 
There's  gold  up  to  the  Yukon,  but  not  big 
gold.    Circle  City  is  fuller  of  dead-beats  than 
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niiners,  and  that's  a  sure  sign  pay^irt  ain't 
been  struck  rich.  And  there's  other  trails  for 
h.m  to  strike  for  home  by  without  comin'  nigh 
this  place."  ^ 

"So  be  it,  then,"  said  Jake;  "I'll  act 
on  the  bird-in-the-hand  principle,  and  run 
the  biz  through  at  once.  I  had  a  kind 
of  notion  while  I  was  mixing  with  your 
flock  of  lambs  to-night.  That  big  man 
with  the  carroty  hair-Red  Rube,  I  think 
they  called  him-he  is  a  pretty  hard  case, 
eh  ? " 

"Shoots  on  sight,"  replied  Mother  Mursell 
approvingly.  "He  drew  on  me  once,  but  I 
was  too  quick  and  had  the  drop  on  him 
before  he  got  his  gun  up." 

"  He's  the  man  for  my  money,  then,"  said 
Jake.  "I'll  have  a  talk  to  him  to-morrow,  and 
post  you  up  in  the  programme  after.  By  the 
way,  what  sort  of  a  girl  has  Vick  grown  into  ? 
She  seemed  to  have  the  blue  devils  to-night, 
and  showed  up  vicious  when  Red  Rube  tried 
to  squeeze  her  hand." 

"  Vick's  growed  into  a  tarnation  fool,"  was 
the  maternal  comment.     "  The  gal's  a  darned 
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sight  too  particler  to  be  the  darter  of  a  lone 
widder  that's  got  to  live  by  eellin'  rum  to 
miners.  She's  all  soft  sawder  to  some  and 
pizon  to  others;  but  don't  you  worry  about 
her.  She's  sulky  to-night  because  I  fired  out 
her  lovyer  jest  as  you  come  in.  She  can't 
abide  Red  Rube  at  any  time,  though  I  opine 
he's  a  better  man,  and  handier  with  his 
shootin'-iron,  than  the  feller  she's  took 
with." 

"Would  she  round  on  Red  Rube  if  he 
made  as  though  to  kiss  her  ? "  asked  Jake 
with  brotherly  interest,  and  so  eagerly  did 
he  awaic  his  mother's  reply  that  he  failed  to 
hear  a  slight,  tremulous  creak  in  the  hinge  of 
the  door  behind  the  counter. 

"Not  what  you  might  call  roundin' — she 
don't  carry  a  gun,"  replied  Mrs.  Mursell  con- 
temptuously. "She'd  squeak  and  holler,  and, 
maybe,  slap  his  face." 

"That's  good  enough  for  me,"  said  Jake 
cheerily.  "Miss  Vicky  will  have  to  play  an 
innocent  part  in  refreshing  the  family  coffers. 
This  Englishman's  what  you  call  a  high-toned 
chap — Lord  !    how  I  hate  the  breed  ! — and  if 
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he  sees  anything  of  that  kind,  he'll  be  sure  to 
champion  the  female  in  distress.  Then  Red 
Rube  will  bite — see  what  I  mean,  old  lady?" 
And  mother  and  son  chujkled  so  heartily  that 
again  the  creak  of  the  hinges  escaped  them, 
and  the  gentle  closing  of  the  door  behind 
the  bar. 

In  the  meanwhile  Dick  slept  soundly,  for 
owing  to  Jake's  generosity  harmony  had  pre- 
vailed in  the  saloon  that  night.  There  had 
been  no  "circus,"  no  "painting  the  town  red" 
or  burning  of  gunpowder  to  disturb  his 
slumbers;  and  he  awoke  refreshed,  and  eager 
to  complete  his  arrangements  for  an  early 
start  northwards. 

The  first  step  in  that  direction  was  to  secure 
the  services  of  a  competent  guide,  who  in  turn 
would  select  the  two  Indian  carriers  necessary 
to  transport  his  outfit  over  one  of  the  passes 
to  the  head  of  the  river.  After  making  a 
solitary  breakfast,  "Mr.  Baxter"  having  left 
word  that  he  had  risen  early  and  gone  to 
attend  to  his  business,  Dick  strolled  on  to  the 
waste  ground  in  front  of  the  house  to  look 
about  him.     Excepting  a  score  of  half-breeds 
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unloading  a  Bchooner  at  the  wharf,  there  was 
no  one  in  sight,  and  he  was  at  a  loss  how  to 
prosecute  his  inquiries.  Seen  now  in  the  grey, 
sunless  morning,  the  bare  desolation  of  Skag- 
way  came  upon  him  rather  as  a  cold  douche, 
but,  nothing  daunted,  he  turned  awaj'  to  explore 
farther  afield. 

"In  England,  if  ono  wanted  a  trustworthy 
man,  one  would  apply  to  the  paiBon,  but  the 
clerical  element  seems  to  be  at  a  discoimt 
here,"  he  thought,  as  he  began  to  pick  his 
way  between  the  rows  of  stores  and  saloons 
that  constituted  the  main  street  The  popu- 
lation certainly  seemed  to  be  in  need  of  spiritual 
guidance,  to  judge  by  the  lurid  oaths  in  which 
the  passers-by  indulged,  and  by  the  drink- 
sodden  features  of  every  two  men  in  three 
whom  he  met.  Skagway  had  not  then  awoke 
to  a  sense  of  its  responsibilities;  there  was 
very  little  of  the  "hustling,"  go-ahead  Western 
township  about  it;  and  it  was  chiefly  peopled 
by  failures  who  called  themselves  miners,  but 
who  did  most  of  their  mining  in  the  pockets 
of  the  real  workers,  for  whose  return  from 
distant  gold-fields  they  lay  in  wait. 
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Dick  entered  one  or  two  of  the  stores  and 
made  casual  purchases,  but  the  keepers  of 
none  of  these  places  so  impressed  him  that 
he  cared  to  ask  them  to  recommend  a  guide; 
and  having  traversed  the  town  \(0m  end  to 
end,  he  decided  to  wait  till  he  saw  "  Mr. 
Baxter,"  and  to  ask  him  now  he  Vad  best 
proceed.  In  the  meanwhile  he  would  return 
to  the  hotel  and  write  a  long  letter  to  Beryl 
for  despatch  by  the  steamer  that  had  brought 
him  up. 

He  was  getting  down  towards  the  wharf  on 
his  way  back  when,  in  passing  the  open  door 
of  a  saloon,  he  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  very 
man  whose  advice  he  was  anxious  for.  "Mr. 
Baxter"  was  standing  at  the  bar  in  close  con- 
verse with  a  huge,  red-bearded  individual,  who 
was  picking  his  teeth  with  a  bowie-knife  and 
laughing  boisterously  at  the  respectable  salmon- 
packer's  remarks.  Dick's  first  impulse  was 
to  go  in  and  join  them,  but  the  drink-den 
looked  such  a  fe*\rsome  place,  and  his 
late  fellow  -  traveller's  companion  such  an 
awful  ruffian,  that  he  checked  it  and  passed 
on. 
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"  Baxter  seems  to  have  picked  up  a  typical 
desperado,"  he  thought,  "  but  I  imagine  that 
business  here  is  hardly  conducted  as  in  Mincing 
Lane  and  Throgmorton  Street.  He  is  probably 
engaging  the  worthy  with  the  knife  to  spear 
salmon,  and  the  fellow  certainly  looks  capable 
of  spearing  anything." 

But  Dick  Osborne,  though  a  stranger  in  a 
very  strange  land,  was  no  fooL  He  had  not 
scraped  together  the  germ  of  a  common-law 
practice  without  learning  to  look  below  the 
surface,  and  he  walked  on  wondering  whether 
it  would  be  wise  to  seek  counsel  from  a  man 
who  transacted  affairs  in  such  a  place  in  such 
company.  He  remembered  that  the  stake  he 
was  playing  for  was  tremendous,  and  that  the 
man  he  took  with  him  into  the  wilderness 
should  be  above  suspicion. 

And  then,  suddenly,  his  dilemma  was  tem- 
porarily banished  from  his  mind  by  the  wonder 
of  hearing  his  name  spoken  in  a  woman's 
voice.  He  had  forgotten  for  the  moment  that 
ho  had  any  female  acquaintance,  even  the  most 
distant,  on  the  American  Continent,  but  on 
looking   rQund  he   recognised  the   big  young 
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woman  who  had  shown  him  his  room 
and  taxed  him  with  being  a  lord  the 
night  before.  She  was  out  of  breath, 
and  had  apparently  been  trying  to  catch 
him  before  he  reached  "Mother  Mursell's 
Hotel,"  which  was  visible  a  little  way 
ahead. 

"Morning,  mister;  I've  been  out  for  an 
airin',  and  I  wanted  to  ketch  yer,"  she  panted 
inconsequently,  when  she  had  secured  his 
attention.  "Le'ss  step  round  here  a  minnit; 
there's  suthin'  I've  got  to  ask."  And  taking 
his  consent  for  granted,  she  turned  aside 
from  the  main  street  into  a  blank  space 
between  two  stores.  Dick  followed,  trying  to 
divine  the  reason  of  this  manoeuvre ;  but 
the  next  moment,  as  she  halted  and  faced 
him,  she  explained  it  herself. 

"'Twouldn't  never  do  for  me  to  be  seen 
from  the  hotel  a-talkin'  to  you,"  she  said; 
"  mother's  such  a  holy  terror.  How  was  it 
you  didn't  come  into  the  saloon  last  night 
to  hear  me  play  the  planner?  Your  friend 
Baxter  was  there,  enjoyin'  hisself  like 
thunder." 
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"I  was  tired,  and  went  to  bed,"  said  Dick, 
smiling  at  the  naivete  of  the  question.  In 
his  amused  surprise  at  this  unexpected  inter- 
view he  forgot  that  "  Mr.  Baxter "  had 
dissuaded  him  from  going  into  the 
saloon,  or  he  would  have  thought  it 
strange  that  the  salmon-packer  should  have 
gone  himself. 

"  But  you'll  come  in  to-night,  I  reckon  ? " 
pursued  Vick  insinuatingly.  "  The  boys  mostly 
allows  that  I  play  the  planner  lovely.  That 
was  me  playin'  last  night.  Mebbe  you  heard 
it  over  to  your  bedroom  ? " 

Dick  was  very  conscious  that  he  had  heard 
it,  and  thanked  his  stars  that  he  had  been 
too  sleepy  to  be  annoyed  by  the  horrible 
discord.  Politeness,  however,  required  that  he 
should  put  it  dififerently. 

"I  am  sure  your  customers  are  in  luck  to 
be  provided  with  such  an  entertainment,"  he 
said.  "  I  shall  certainly  make  a  point  of 
looking  in  this  evening." 

"  That's  the  ticket,"  said  Vick,  evidently 
much  gratified.  "  I'll  tap  out  somethin'  touchin' 
— 'Home  Sweet  Home,'  for  ch'ice— jest  to  make 


TREACHERY. 


93 


yer  think  of  yer  moated  grange  or  castle  keep 
acrost  the  seas." 

"Very  kind,"  murmured  Dick,  puzzled  for 
the  moment  by  the  allusion;  but  recollecting 
her  "  dime  novel "  inspiration,  he  added :  "  That 
tune  will  be  very  appropriate,  though  it  won't 
revive  memories  of  granges  and  castles.  I 
assure  you,  Miss  Mursell,  that  they  are  not 
at  all  in  my  line." 

Vick  shook  her  great  red  forefinger  at  him 
in  playful  increduUty. 

"  G'long  with  yer  —  telling  sech  stories ! " 
she  insisted.  "You  oughter  be  ashamed,  an' 
you  all  the  time  a-wearin'  a  lord's  coat  as 
ain't  to  be  mistook.  So  yer  comin'  to  hear 
me  play  to-night — honest  Injun  ?  "  she  con- 
cluded, with  a  quick  reversion  to  the  subject 
at  heart 

"Yes,  it's  a  promise,"  repUed  Dick,  begin- 
ning to  be  bored,  and  making  an  involuntary 
movement  to  return  to  the  street. 

"Then  I  guess  I'll  scoot  ter  home  this-a- 
way,"  said  the  girl,  turning  in  the  opposite 
direction,  but  facing  about  again  to  fire  off 
the  afterthought :  "  Got  a  gun  ? " 
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"  You  mean  a  revolver,  I  suppose  ? "  repKed 
Dick.  "Yes,  there's  one  in  my  baggage  at  the 
hotel." 

"  Shootin'-irons  in  valises  ain't  no  use  in 
Skagway,"  retorted  Vick  with  much  scorn. 
"You  jest  tote  yer  gun  along  with  you,  and 
draw  first  whenever  there's  a  muss."  With 
which  parting  advice  she  disappeared  round 
the  corner  of  the  store,  and  made  her 
way  home  at  the  bpck  of  the  street.  When, 
a  few  minutes  later,  Dick  sauntered  up  to  the 
hotel  she  met  him  on  the  threshold  and  bade 
him  a  civil  "Morning,  Mister,"  with  a  fine 
assumption  of  ignorance  of  their  recent  en- 
counter. 

Dick's  concern  about  the  invitation  to  the 
saloon  did  not  last  him  much  longer  than  the 
time  it  took  to  fetch  his  writing  materials 
from  his  room  and  carry  them  into  the 
parlour.  He  attributed  the  girl's  eagerness 
for  his  presence  to  her  pride  in  her  "pianner 
playing,"  and  to  a  desire  to  enlarge  her 
audience.  The  mysterious  secrecy  with  which 
she  invested  their  meeting  struck  him  as 
a  little  strange,  but  he  accounted  for    it  by 
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her  openly  expressed  dread  of  her  mother, 
whom  he  began  to  picture  to  himself  as  a 
starched  and  prim  puritanical  sort  of  old  body 
who  would  have  thought  her  daughter's 
conduct  forward.  And  then  he  sat  down 
and  wrote  a  long  letter  to  Beryl,  dismissing 
the  events  of  the  morning  from  his  mind 
except  during  the  few  scratches  of  his  pen 
in  which,  for  the  amusement  of  his  sweet- 
heart, he  described  the  uncouth  product  of 
the  West  who  wanted  to  fascinate  him  with 
her  music. 

"  You  need  not  be  jealous,  dear,"  he  wrote, 
"  I  don't  think  it's  me  she's  in  love  with,  but 
my  trusty  ulster,  which,  once  the  admiration 
of  Glastonford,  is  believed  by  this  angular 
young  idealist  to  be  the  hereditary  robe  of 
a  British  peer." 

When  he  had  finished  his  letter  he  went 
out  and  posted  it,  and  spent  the  remainder 
of  the  day  in  rambling  about  the  place  and 
watching  the  unloading  of  the  coaster  at  the 
wharf  All  the  while  he  kept  open  eyes  and 
ears  for  anything  that  might  aid  his  purpose, 
but  he  saw  no  one  whom  he  would  care  to 
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associate  with  him  in  the  enterprise.  The 
only  people  in  Skagway  with  an  ounce  of 
work  in  them  were  the  half-breed  labourers; 
the  white  element  was  represented  by  slouch- 
ing loafers,  who,  as  the  day  wore  on,  swarmed 
in  and  out  of  the  boozing  dens. 

At  sundown  he  returned  to  Mursell's,  more 
than  half  decided,  if  "  Mr.  Baxter  "  c^nld  not 
help  him,  to  hire  a  couple  of  Indian  carriers 
and  start  without  a  guide.  But  with 
the  appearance  of  his  late  fellow-traveller 
at  the  evening  meal  in  the  parlour,  the 
notion  was  at  once  airily  waved  into  the 
background. 

"Don't  you  worry  about  that  I'll  find 
you  a  man — to-morrow,"  said  Jake  heartily. 
"I'd  have  oflfered  to  before  if  you  had 
asked  me,  but  I  didn't  want  to  meddle 
uninvited.  I  vote  we  chuck  business  for 
to-night,  though,  and  drop  into  the  saloon 
for  a  Western  experience.  If  ever  you  think 
of  writing  up  this  trip,  it  might  come  in 
handy" 

Dick  disavowed  any  such  intention;  but 
mindful    of   his    promise    to    Vick,    and   not 
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averse  from  a  chance  to  kill  time,  he  agreed 
to  the  proposal  readily. 

"By  the  way,  you  looked  into  the  saloon 
yourself  last  night,  after  all,"  he  said,  recalling 
the  discrepancy  between  "  Mr.  Baxter's  "  advice 
and  practice. 

Jake  showed  no  curiosity  as  to  who  had 
been  the  informant. 

"  Oh,  yes,"  he  replied  with  great  frankness. 
"After  you  went  to  bed  the  thought  struck 
me  that  I  might  find  a  man  there  who  would 
be  useful — handy  at  canning  fish,  you  know — 
so  I  changed  my  mind." 

Before  they  had  finished  supper  the 
hum  of  voices  and  the  chink  of  glass 
told  that  the  saloon  was  filling  up,  and 
at  the  close  of  the  meal  Jake  sug- 
gested that  they  should  go  round  immedi- 
ately. 

"Later  on  the  boys  are  apt  to  grow  noisy, 
and  you  might  be  scared,"  he  said  with  a 
half-glance  to  see  if  the  shot  had  gone 
home. 

No  Englishman,  sound  in  wind  and  limb 
an'^  a  fair  amateur  boxer,  cares  to  have  the 
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possibility  of  fear  hinted  to  him,  and  Dick 
rose  with  alacrity. 

"Let  us  go  by  all  means,"  he  said  rather 
stiffly.  "But  I  shall  not  be  in  a  hurry  to 
come  away  early.  I  don't  think  I  am  likely 
to  be  frightened  by  a  Httle  horseplay." 

Leaving  the  dwelling-house  by  the  private 
entrance,  they  went  round  to  the  door  of  the 
saloon  and  entered,  Jake  leading  the  way  to 
the  counter,  where  two  Chinamen  were  busy 
serving.  The  room  was  nearly  as  full  as  it 
could  be,  and  the  babel  was  deafening,  though 
"  the  boys "  were  as  yet  fairly  good-humoured. 
Every  belt  was  an  armoury  of  pistols  and 
bowie-knives,  and  there  was  scarcely  a  face 
there  on  which  crime  or  dissipation  was  not 
written  in  large  letters. 

"You'll  have  to  treat  the  crowd;  it's  the 
custom  of  the  country,"  whispered  Jake. 
"  After  that  you'll  be  free  of  the  show." 

Amused  at  the  novelty  of  the  scene,  and 
making  mental  notes  for  Beryl's  enlighten- 
ment on  his  return,  Dick  invited  all  present 
to  refresh  themselves  at  his  expense,  and 
when  the  ceremony,  which  was  accepted  as  a 
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matter  of  course,  was  over,  he  leaned  against 
the  wall  and  watched  the  humours  of  the 
place.  A  game  of  faro  was  in  full  swing  on 
the  green  table;  weird  blasphemies  floated  on 
the  reeking  air,  and  just  as  Dick  was  wonder- 
ing who  the  terrible  old  woman  in  the 
rocking-chair  could  be,  the  tinkle-tinkle  of 
the  wretched  piano  drew  his  eyes  to  Vick, 
who,  unseen  before  in  the  smoke,  was  seated 
at  the  instrument  on  the  same  side  of  the 
room  as  himself  He  caught  her  glance  fixed 
on  him,  but,  contrary  to  his  expectation,  she 
did  not  appear  to  wish  for  his  notice,  for  she 
instantly  averted  her  eyes. 

Like  the  drink  and  the  atmosphere  and 
the  language,  Vick  and  her  music  seemed  to 
be  taken  as  a  matter  of  course  by  the  fre- 
quenters of  the  saloon.  Most  of  them  were 
too  busy  playing  or  watching  the  play  to  pay 
her  any  attention;  and,  though  they  would 
have  resented  the  absence  of  the  "planner" 
as  detracting  from  the  "high-toned  style" 
of  their  haunt,  it  is  doubtful  if  any  of 
them  even  heard  it  Unattractive  as  she 
was  to  him,  Dick  in  his  good  nature 
H  2 
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could  not  but  pity  the  girl  for  the  force 
of  circumstances  that  had  put  her  in  such 
a  position. 

Suddenly  there  came  about  an  exception 
to  the  lack  of  notice  accorded  to  her— an 
exception  in  a  very  unpleasant  form.  A  big, 
truculent-looking  ruffian  shouldered  his  way 
through  the  throng  and  stood  by  the  piano, 
leering  down  at  the  player  and  worrying 
her  with  remarks  which  she  first  answered 
angrily,  and  then  received  in  sullen  silence. 
Dick  recognised  him  as  the  red-bearded 
man  whom  he  had  seen  in  the  rival  saloon 
in  the  company  of  "Mr.  Baxter"  in  the 
morning. 

The  fellow's  behaviour  was  so  clearly 
annoying  the  girl  that  Dick  looked  round  for 
his  mentor,  thinking  that  if  he  knew  the 
interrupter  he  might  interfere  in  the  girl's 
behalf  But  though  "Mr.  Baxter"  had  been 
at  his  side  a  minute  before,  he  had  moved 
away,  and  was  nowhere  to  be  seen.  At  the 
moment  when  Dick  made  the  discovery  that 
he  was  alone  and  unsupported,  the  red- 
bearded   man  threw   his    arms  round  Yick's 
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ample  waist,  and  tried  to  kiss  her.  She 
stopped  playing,  and  struggled;  a  few  of 
those  at  the  table  looked  up  and  laughed; 
no  one  offered  protectioa 

Dick  braced  himself,  and  in  half  a 
dozen  strides  was  close  to  the  piano.  He 
had  the  true  British  notion  that  nothing 
but  fists  would  be  wanted  over  such 
a  trifle,  and  those  he  was  quite  ready  to 
use. 

"Let  go  of  her,  you  blackguard,  unless 
you  want  your  head  punched,"  he  said 
quietly,  and  an  ominous  silence  fell  upon  the 
room.  The  gamblers  looked  round  and 
craned  their  necks.  In  genuine  surprise 
Vick's  assailant  did  as  he  was  bid,  not  real- 
ising that  anyone  could  have  dared  to  oppose 
him.  Then,  as  he  read  grim  earnest  in  the 
Englishman's  steady  gaze,  he  bellowed  like 
an  angry  beast,  and  the  nickelled  barrel  of  a 
revolver  gleamed  in  his  hand.  In  another 
half-second  it  would  have  been  levelled  at 
Dick's  head,  but  there  came  at  that 
instant  a  great  crash  of  glass,  and  all 
eyes    were    turned    to  one  of  the    windows. 
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Through  the  broken  pane  another  pistol-barrel 

protruded. 

"Steady  there,  Red  Rube!"  cried  a  strong, 
clear  voice  from  outside.  "  I've  got  the  drop, 
I  guesd.  Lower  that  gun  ef  yer  don't  want 
to  die." 
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'STEADY    THERE.    RED    RUBE  I'    CRIED    A    STRONG,    CLEAR    VOICE    FROM    OUTSIDE. 
'I'VE   GOT   THE    DROP,    I    GUESS'"  (p.   102). 
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Desperado  as  was  Red  Rube  to  his  finger- 
tips, he  knew  that  if  he  did  not  obey  that 
stern  mandate  from  the  window,  his  life 
would  not  be  worth  a  moment's  purchasa 
Forcing  a  boisterous  laugh,  he  replaced  his 
pistol  in  his  belt  and  made  a  mock  bow  to 

Pick. 

"  Some     other     time,    young    feller,"    he 

snarled. 

"See  here,  Mister  Britisher,"  came  the 
voice  of  the  unseen  through  the  broken  pane. 
^'That  shop'll  be  too  hot  to  hold  you  after 
this,  I  guess.  Best  jine  me  out  here.  I'll 
keep   the    crowd    covered    whilst   you   shove 

through." 

After  a  moment's  reflection,   Dick   decided 
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to  take  the  advice.  The  scowls  and  rumbling 
curses  of  the  majority  told  him  that  the 
weight  of  sympathy  was  with  the  red-bearded 
ruffian,  and  that,  alone  among  so  many,  he 
could  not  hope  to  hold  his  own.  Protected 
by  the  shining  barrel  of  the  invisible  one, 
he  made  his  way  to  the  door,  and  was  soon 
shaking  the  hand  of  his  preserver  outside  in 
the  darkness. 

"  I  don't  know  whom  I  have  to  thank,"  he 
said,  "but  I'm  none  the  less  grateful." 

"  There's  no  occasion  for  that  sort  of  talk ; 
my  name  is  Hank  Devine,"  was  the  reply. 
"Yer  traps  are  in  the  hotel,  I  guess?" 

"  OnN^  a  valise,"  said  Dick.  "  I  was  in- 
tending  to  purchase  an  outfit  here." 

"Well,  I  reckon  you'd  best  go  in  by  the 
private  door  and  fetch  it,  and  then  come 
along  to  my  tent.  You  can  stay  there  for 
the  night  anyhow,"  said  the  young  miner. 
"  We  will  talk  later,  but  Mursell's  is  no  place 
for  you." 

Though  it  was  too  dark  to  see  his  face, 
Hank's  voice  sounded  pleasantly  straight- 
forward,  and    he    had  rendered    such   signal 
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service  that   Dick    assented  readily, 
an  afterthought  he  added: 

"  Ought  we  to  leave  the  girl  at  the  mercy 
of  that  ruffian  and  hio  friends  ? " 

The  suggestion  tickled  Hank  Devine  vastly. 
"  Never  fear  but  what  she'll  be  all  right,"  he 
repUed.  "Vick  can  take  care  of  herself  in 
any  crowd,  and  the  old  woman  would  drop 
anyone  as  meant  her  real  harm.  That  sky- 
larking was  all  a  put-up  job— jest  to  give 
Red  Rube  a  chance  to  plug  you,  Mister. 
Better  hurry;  some  of  the  boys  are  looking 
ugly  towards  the  door." 

So  while  Hank  Devine  kept  watch  at  the 
broken  window  of  the  saloon,  Dick  went 
round  and  brought  out  his  portmanteau,  and 
the  new  acquaintances  set  out  for  the  miner's 
tent  on  the  outskirt  of  the  town.  When 
they  reached  it,  Hank  went  in  and  lit  the 
lamp  on  the  pole  and  bade  his  guest  enter. 

"There's  a  spare  buffalo-robe  and  a  wolf- 
skin as  will  have  to  serve  you  for  a  bed,  but 
you  will  be  a  sight  safer  there  than  between 
the  sheets  and  blankets  at  Mursell's,"  said 
Hank^ 
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Again  Dick  thanked  him,  and,  while  ex- 
pressing curiosity  as  to  what  he  had  to  fear 
at  the  so-called  hotel,  said  ho  could  hardly 
understand  why  a  stranger  should -so  befriend 
him. 

Hank  smiled  as  he  filled  his  pipe,  and  Dick 
rejoiced  that  in  this  sink  of  iniquity  he  had 
at  last  met  a  man  whose  face  would  not 
hang  him.  Resolute  and  steadfast  in  their 
rugged  setting,  the  eyes  of  the  young  miner 
were  those  of  an  honest  man. 

"Well,  you're  not  exactly  a  stranger,  and 
you  put  me  under  an  obligation  before  I  raised 
ever  a  finger,"  said  Hank.  "  I'm  jest  as  much 
obleeged  as  if  what  you  did  h«,dn't  been 
ingincered  by  some  rascal  as  is  layin'  for  you." 

And  noting  Dick's  surprise,  Devine  went 
on  to  explaia  Vick  Mursell,  he  said,  alluding 
to  her  as  "the  gal  he  was  courtin',"  had 
sought  him  that  morning,  he  not  being  free 
of  her  mother's  house,  and  had  informed 
him  that  an  English  lord,  staying  at  the 
hotel  in  disguise,  was  to  be  the  victim  of  a 
deep-laid  plot  She  had  overheard  two  persons 
whose  names  she  would  not  mention,  arrange 
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that  Red  Rube  should  be  induced  by  a 
wager  to  attempt  to  kiss  her  in  the  saloon, 
their  purpose  being  to  provoke  the  Englishman 
to  interfere,  when  Rube  would  be  sure  to  shoot 
him.  Though  not  at  all  alarmed  on  her  own 
account,  Vick  was  eager  to  prevent  the  crime, 
and  she  had  devised  the  programme  which 
had  been  duly  carried  out. 

"But  wouldn't  it  have  been  a  good  deal 
simpler  if  she  had  come  to  me  and  warned 
me  not  to  go  into  the  saloon  ? "  said  Dick. 

"It  might  have  been,  but  it  'pears  to  mo 
she  was  afraid  if  she  didn't  get  you  out  of 
the  hotel  they'd  drop  you  some  other  way," 
said  Hank  thoughtfully.  "  She  thinks  a  heap 
of  me,  that  gal  does,  and  she  opined  that  if 
she  made  us  friends  I'd  see  you  through. 
And  so  I  will,  by  thunder !  Another  reason 
was,  she's  that  set  on  English  lords  that  she 
was  keen  on  my  having  a   hand    in    saving 

you." 

"Well,  I  am  not  a  lord,  and  I  told  her  I 
wasn't,"  said  Dick,  laughing  at  the  explanation 
thus  furnished  of  the  girl's  eagerness  for  his 
presence  in  the  saloon.     The  explanation  was 
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a  relief  to  him,  for  he  had  taken  a  liking 
to  the  uncouth  wench  of  the  pioneer  town, 
and  when  Devine  had  called  the  event  of  the 
evening  a  "put-up  job"  he  had  half  feared 
that  she  had  had  a  very  different  motive  in 
pressing  for  his  attendance.  He  was  glad 
to  be  still  able  to  number  Vick  among  his 
friends. 

The  night  passed  without  further  incident, 
Dick  sleeping  soundly  enough,  though  his 
host,  with  a  wider  experience  of  Western 
ways,  kept  the  proverbial  one  eye  open. 
Before  giving  himself  over  to  slumber  Dick 
racked  his  brains  for  further  light  upon  the 
alleged  plot  against  him,  but  could  find  none. 
In  doing  so,  it  never  occurred  to  him  to  hark 
back  so  far  as  England  and  Kupert  Malahide's 
hostility;  and,  within  his  knowledge,  no  one 
on  the  American  side  of  the  ocean  was  aware 
of  the  vast  stake  he  was  playing  for.  "  Mr. 
Baxter"  was  the  only  man  with  whom  he 
had  had  any  conversation,  and  he  certainly 
had  not  mentioned  the  dead  gamekeeper's 
millions  to  him.  He  could  only  conclude 
that  Vick  Mursell  had  overheard  among  her 
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mother's  customers,  whom  she  did  not  care 
to  expose,  some  scheme  of  which  a  mere 
vulgar  robbery  from  the  person  of  a  well- 
dressed  stranger  was  the  object. 

In  the  morning,  as  he  lay  on  the  buffalo- 
robe  watching  his  host  brew  the  breakfast 
coffee,  he  was  smitten  with  a  sudden  impulse. 

"Have  you  ever  been  over  the  passes  into 
the  Yukon  country?"  he  asked. 

Hank  gave  him  a  glance  of  shrewd  interest, 
but  allowed  the  coffee  to  simmer  up  before 
replying.  "Yes,  I  made  the  trip  three  years 
back,"  he  said.     "But  I  did  no  good  there." 

"Would  you  be  willing  to  go  again  if  I 
showed  you  that  you  could  do  yourself  a  lot 
of  good  by  it  ? "  asked  Dick.  "  I  want  a  true 
man  to  guide  me  over  one  of  the  passes  and 
help  me  build  a  boat  on  the  other  side." 

"You  must  open  up  a  bit  more  freely 
before  I  can  give  you  yes  or  no,  Mister," 
said  Hank.  "I'd*  not  in  the  market  for  a 
pig  in  a  sack.     Is  it  gold?" 

"Yes,  it's  gold— and  lots  of  it,"  said  Dick. 
And,  having  decided  to  trust  his  new  friend, 
he  told  how  Ned  Shrimpton  had  returned  to 
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England  to  die,  after  imparting  to  him  tlie 
secret  of  his  discovery.  He  left  it  to  be 
inferred  that  the  secret  was  that  of  the  locaUty 
of  a  new  goldfield.  He  saw  no  necessity  at 
present  to  disclose  the  fact  that  the  gold  was 
already  won  from  the  soil  and  hidden  in  a 
cachet  whence  he  had  only  to  fetch  it 

Hank  listened  gravely  to  the  end,  stirring 
his  cofifee  with  his  finger  as  he  leaned  against 
the  tent-pole.  Dick  was  prepared  for  a  burst 
of  incredulity;  on  the  contrary,  the  miner 
emptied  his  mug  at  a  gulp  and  slapped  his 
thigh. 

"Then  it  was  a  true  bill,"  he  exclaimed, 
"  what  that  drunken  little  rat  of  a  Britisher 
was  whooping  about!"  And  he  went  on  to 
inform  Dick  that  some  few  weeks  before,  he 
had  been  in  one  of  the  Skagway  saloons — 
not  MurseU's — when  an  Englishman  far  gone 
in  his  cups  had  been  in  a  fair  way  to  get 
himself  shot  for  abusing  the  company  gener- 
ally. With  characteristic  good-nature  Hank 
had  persuaded  him  to  leave,  and  had  guided 
his  stumbling  steps  to  where  his  protdgd  was 
camped  with  a  couple  of  full-blooded  Indians 
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— an  old  man  and  a  young  squaw,  who  spoke 
good  English. 

"  A  real  slap-up  little  beauty  she  was,"  said 
Hank  enthusiastically,  "and  right-down  put 
about  to  see  that  white  man's  plight.  They 
were  hunting  and  fishing  Indians — ^regular 
good-class  traders,  not  like  these  skulking 
coyotes  of  carriers  that  are  no  better  than 
beasts  of  burden.  Mebbe,  the  chap  was 
married  to  the  gal,  or  would  Hke  to  be. 
But  that  ain't  the  p'int.  All  the  time  I  was 
yanking  him  along  to  their  camp  he  was 
hollerin'  that  he  was  worth  millions — had 
only  to  stretch  out  his  hand  to  pick  *em  up, 
away  to  the  Yukon  country.  And  he  gassed 
a  heap  about  a  chap  he  called  the  White 
Ghost,  who  had  found  the  gold.  I  put  it 
all  down  to  the  jim-jams — drink  frenzy — 
at  the  time." 

This  was  bad  n-^ws  to  Dick.  He  remem- 
bered Ned  Shrimpton's  allusion  to  his  rescuers 
— two  Indians  and  a  white  man,  who  had 
"  treated  him  like  Christians  and  brought  him 
safely  out  of  the  wilderness."  The  description 
given  by  Hank  suggested  that  these  might  be 
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the  same  people,  and  that  Shrimpton  had 
been  mistaken  as  to  the  character  of  at  least 
one  of  thera,  though  how  the  drunken  white 
associate  of  the  Indians  could  have  gained  a 
knowledge  of  the  gold  was  a  mystery. 

The  possibility  of  being  forestalled  at  the 
cachet  made  Dick  the  more  eager  to  start, 
and  again  he  pressed  Hank  for  an  answer. 
This  time  it  was  given  readily,  and  was  in 
the  affirmative.  The  two  men  shook  hands 
on  the  bargain,  and  fell  to  discussing  the 
outfit  which  it  would  be  necessary  to  buy. 
Devine  was  well  provided,  but  a  rifle  and  a 
few  tools  were  needed  for  Dick's  equipment, 
as  well  as  blankets,  boots,  and  portable  cook- 
ing-utensils. And,  most  important  of  all,  a 
stock  of  flour,  bacon,  and  canned  stores  had 
to  be  laid  in  for  their  subsistence  in  a  country 
destitute  of  all  supplies  save  deer-meat  and  fish. 

Hank  said  that  all  these  things  could  be 
procured  in  an  hour,  and  that  then  there 
remained  only  the  engagement  of  a  couple  of 
carriers.  With  luck  they  should  be  clear  of 
the  town  by  noon — ^without  any  of  the  Red 
Rube  crowd  being  the  wiser. 
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"  Which  route  do  you  propose  to  take  ? " 
asked  Dick. 

"Over  the  Taiya,"  was  the  reply.  "There 
ain't  much  to  choose  between  them,  but  I 
know  that  road  better  than  the  White  Pass." 

The  words  were  hardly  out  of  his  mouth 
when  a  shadow  darkened  the  entry,  and  both 
occupants  of  the  tent  faced  round,  Devine's 
hand  going  like  lightning  to  his  belt  But  it 
was  a  typical  picture  of  peace  and  amity  that 
met  their  gaze.  There  stood  "Mr.  William 
Baxter,"  his  broad,  smooth-shaven  face  blandly 
smiling  at  them,  and  his  hand  extended  in 
friendly  greeting  to  Dick. 

"My  dear  Mr.  Osborne,  this  is  indeed  a 
relief,"  he  began.  «I  felt  in  some  sense 
responsible  for  havmg  taken  you  into  that 
horrid  den  last  night  And  then  to  think 
that  I  should  just  have  run  back  into  the 
hotel  for  a  cigar  at  the  critical  moment  when 
that  ruffian  threatened  you!  I  could  not 
reproach  myself  sufficiently  when  I  returned 
and  heard  what  had  happened— more 
especially  as  no  one  seemed  to  know  what 
had  become  of  you.  Mrs.  Mursell,  our  excellem 
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hostess,  is  real  cut  up  about  it  She  begged 
mo  to  say,  if  I  found  you  and  could  induce 
you  to  go  back,  that  she  will  stake  her 
reputation  against  anything  of  the  kind 
occurring  again." 

Dick  could  not  forget  that  he  had  seen 
this  man,  of  whom  he  really  knew  nothing, 
in  Red  Rube's  company.  "Thanks,  but  I 
don't  blame  you,"  he  said  curtly.  "I  have 
no  intention  of  going  back." 

"  If  the  old  lady's  bent  on  wagerin*,  it's  a 
pity  she  ain't  got  anything  more  valuable 
than  her  reputation  to  ante  up  with,"  inter- 
jected Hank. 

Jake  glanced  at  the  miner,  and  for  the 
fraction  of  a  second  failed  to  keep  the  malice 
out  of  his  eyes.  "It's  a  ^ree  country,"  he 
said;  "every  man  is  rntltled  to  his  own 
opinions.  Well,  Mr.  Osborne,  if  you  won't 
come  back  to  the  hotel  you  won't,  and  per- 
haps you  are  the  best  judge.  But  there's  a 
trifling  formality  you  omitted  last  night — the 
paying  of  your  bilL  The  old  woman  knew 
it  was  an  oversight,  of  course,  and  that  you'd 
rectity  it  as  soon  as  you  found  it  out ;  so  she 
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gave  me  a  receipt  for  the  amount  to  hand 
you  in  exchange  for  the  cash  if  I  found  you. 
She  was  terribly  anxious,  you  see,  that  you 
shouldn't  be  driven  to  return  to  the  hotel 
for  the  purpose  if  you  had  decided  to  give 
it  a  wide  berth.  Sort  of  proud  feeling  about 
the  ol^.  lady,  I  reckon." 

Dick  flushed  with  an  honest  man's  annoy- 
ance at  being  reminded  of  his  unintentional 
omission,  which,  under  the  circumstances  of 
his  departure,  had  been  natural  enough.  And 
his  late  landlady's  forethought  in  sending 
the  bill  receipted  looked  like  an  act  of 
delicacy  that  made  his  regret  more  acute. 
He  pulled  out  the  money  and  handed  it  to 
Jake  with  many  expressions  of  thanks  and 
apology." 

And  now,"  said  Mr.  Baxter,  "  is  there  any- 
thing else  I  can  do  for  you  before  I  go  about 
my  business  ?  The  guide  you  spoke  of,  for 
instance  ?  I  think  I  could  bring  you  a  good 
man." 

"Thank   you,  that  will  not   be   necessary 
now;    I  am  leaving  the  town  almost   imme- 
diately," replied   Dick;   and  then,  not   liking 
I  2 
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to  be  ungraciously  reticent  after  the  slight 
service  rendered  by  "Mr.  Baxter,"  he  added: 
"  Mr.  Devine  here  is  going  with  me." 

"I  concluded  as  much,"  said  Jake,  with  a 
benevolent  smile  at  Hank.  "Well,  if  I  can't 
be  of  any  use,  I'll  clear  out.  So  long,  and 
good  luck  to  you." 

When  he  had  gone  Hank  went  to  the  door 
of  the  tent  and  watched  his  broad  figure  till 
it  disappeared  among  the  log  cabins  of  the 
town.  Not  till  he  was  very  sure  that  he 
would  not  be  overheard  did  he  turn  to  Dick 
and  say: 

"Did  ye  ever  hear  sech  a  barney  as  that 
before?" 

"It's  a  great  nuisance,"  said  Dick,  whose 
mind  was  still  running  on  the  unpaid  bill. 
"  I  cannot  think  why  I  didn't  stay  to  settle 
the  account,  but  you  drove  it  out  of  my  head 
with  your  haste." 

"  Bah !  that's  nothing,"  Hank  blurted  with 
contempt.  "  I  was  alludin'  to  the  manner  of 
collecting  the  cash.  Whoever  heard  of  old 
gal  Mursell  studyin'  folks'  feelings  before? 
That's  rich,  that  is.    Ever  see  her  ? " 
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Dick  had  to  admit  that  he  had  not  come 

1  f 

face  to  face  with  the  proprietress  during  his 

If 

short  stay  at  the  hotel 

Si 

"Well,   then  you   won't   understand,"  con- 

1'.  ' 

tinued  Hank,  "  but  the  yarn  that  feller  pitched 

1  ^ 

won't  wash — with   anyone    as   knows    Mother 

'i 

1  ■ 

MurselL    She's  got  some  darned  good  reason 

for  not  wishing  you    to  go   nigh  the  saloon. 

' 

Whether  the  joker  as  brought  the  message  is 

■-  ■  1 

aware  on  it  or  not,  I  can't  say.    Are  you  well 

■-      i 

acquaint  with  him  ? " 

"I   travelled  up  with  him  from  Victoria," 

f' 

replied  Dick.    "He  knows  nothing  of  me  or 

my  affairs  except  that  I  am  going  prospecting 

on  the  Yukon." 

"Well,  there's  no   tellin';  you  might  have 

talked  in  your  sleep,"  said   Hank.    "Anyway, 

■ 

we'd    better  change    the    route   and    use    the 

White  lass  instead  of  the  Taiya.      He  come 

'' 

in  jest  as  I  said  we'd  go  that  road." 

Which  was  true  enough  as  far  as  it  went. 

but  Hank  forgot  that  in  comparing  the  merits 

of  the  two  passes  he  had  mentioned  the  White 

Pass  last      Anyone  who  had  not  heard    the 

commencement   of    his    sontence   would    have 
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drawn  quite  a  different  conclusion  from  that 
which  he  had  conveyed. 

So  long  as  a  prompt  start  was  made,  all 
routes  were  the  same  to  Dick,  and  the  White 
Pass  having  been  selected,  they  sallied  forth 
to  make  final  preparations.  By  noon  every- 
thing, even  to  the  engagement  of  two  Indian 
carriers,  was  complete ;  Hank's  tent,  which  it 
was  not  proposed  to  take,  was  packed  and  left 
with  a  friendly  storekeeper;  and  the  party 
moved  away  from  the  group  of  wind-stunted 
firs  that  had  sheltered  the  young  miner's 
encampment 
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ON     THE     WHITE     PASS. 

For  six  miles  along  the  river  flats  from  the 
landing-stage  to  the  foot  of  the  mountain  there 
was  a  waggon  track,  and  in  order  to  reach 
this  apology  for  a  road  it  was  necessary  to 
pass  Mursell's  hotel.  The  saloon  door  stood 
open,  but  a  grey  mist  had  driven  up  the 
Lynn  Channel  from  the  sea,  obscuring  the 
sun ;  and,  as  they  went  by,  their  eyes  could  not 
penetrate  the  dark  interior.  Dick,  who  did  not 
know  the  ways  of  the  place,  saw  nothing  out 
of  the  common,  but  Hank  was  struck  by 
the  strange  silence.  It  was  an  hour  when 
"  the  boys  "  were  apt  to  drop  in  for  a  mid-day 
quencher. 

The  unusual  aspect  of  the  saloon,  and  a 
desire    to    say    good-bye    to    Vick    before    an 
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absence  that  might  last  for  months,  caused 
the  honest  miner  to  grow  fidgety,  and  when 
they  had  gone  on  a  hundred  yards  he  halted 
in  his  tracl;3. 

"Ever  do?  ^y  courtin',  mister?"  he  said 
abruptfy. 

Dick  was  a  little  staggered  by  the  unex- 
pected question,  but  he  nodded  a  smiling 
assent.  "Run  back  by  all  means,"  he  said, 
grasping  the  situation.  "I  will  go  on  slowly 
and  wait  at  the  road-head." 

But  Hank  overtook  him  before  he  and  the 
heavily-laden  carriers  had  traversed  half  the 
distance. 

"  Dunno  what's  come  over  that  old  saloon," 
said  Hank  dolefully.  'There's  one  of  the 
Chinamen  bar-tending,  and  only  a  couple  of 
dead-beats  sittin'  around  waiting  for  chances. 
Me  and  Vick  will  have  to  do  without  the 
parting  word,  I  guess;  but  what's  become  of 
the  boys  licks  me." 

With  which  deliverance  ho  put  himself  at 
the  head  of  the  party  and  strode  along  in 
silence,  only  turning  occasionally  to  urge  on 
the  ambling   Indians.      Dick,  with   a   fellow- 
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feeling,  respected  what  he  thought  was  the 
cause  of  his  mood,  and  made  no  attempt  at 
conversation  till  they  came  to  a  bend  in  the 
road  where  they  got  their  last  glimpse  of 
Skagway.  The  miserable  collection  of  log- 
cabins  and  tents,  flush  with  the  grey  waters 
of  the  river's  mouth,  was  scarcely  visible  at 
the  end  of  the  vista  of  waggon  ruts;  and 
what  was  visible  looked  dreary  enough  in  its 
colourless  desolation.  But  it  was  all  they 
expected  to  see  of  civilisation  for  months  to 
come,  and  the  two  white  men  halted  and 
looked  back. 

"  No  one  followin'  us,  anyway,"  said  Hank, 
with  a  sigh  of  mingled  relief  and  sentiment, 
as  they  resumed  their  march.  "  I've  been  sort 
of  uneasy  about  that  saloon  being  so  quiet. 
Seems  as  if  the  boys  were  up  to  mischief. 
I'm  glad  we  changed  the  route.  I  should 
smile  if  they've  gone  up  to  lay  for  us  on 
the  Taiya." 

"  Do  you  think  it's  likely  ? "  asked  Dick. 

"  Red  Rube  bears  malice,"  said  Hank 
laconically.  And  there's  others  behind  Rube," 
he  added — "them  as  set  him  on  to  bait  you 
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last  night.  I  wish  I  could  have  seen  Vick 
again — to  pump  her  a  bit  Mebbe  she'd  a' 
told  on  'em  now." 

Having  to  accommodate  their  pace  to  the 
laden  Indians  their  progress  was  slow,  and 
the  six  miles  of  level  ground  took  them  over 
three  hours  to  accomplish.  It  was  nearly  four 
o'clock  when  they  reached  the  termination  of 
the  track  and  struck  into  the  broken  ground, 
which,  growing  rougher  and  steeper  at  every 
step,  became  after  another  mile  a  difficult  and 
perilous  ascent  In  the  month  of  June,  when 
the  trail  is  not  choked  by  snow,  the  way  to 
the  summit  of  the  White  Pass  is  far  from 
insurmountable,  and  the  mountain  which  here 
rises  only  two  thousand  six  hundred  feet 
would  be  a  pigmy  to  Alpine  climbers;  yet  it 
is  full  of  pitfuUs  for  the  unwary,  and  at 
intervals  bristles  with  points  of  danger. 

At  a  spot  about  three  miles  from  the  foot 
of  the  mountain  the  trail  runs  through  a  box 
canyon,  with  precipitous  sides,  and  blocked 
at  the  upper  end  by  another  precipice  form- 
ing an  apparently  impassable  obstacle.  By 
many   hours'     arduous    climbing   a   man    in 
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good  condition  and  unhampered  might  sur- 
mount it,  but  to  carriers  laden  like  packhorses 
the  stupendous  cliff  barred  the  way.  The 
difficulty,  however,  had  been  to  a  great  extent 
removed,  as  Hank  Devine  very  well  knew, 
by  a  rope  attached  to  a  pine  stump  at  the 
top  and  left  dangling  for  the  benefit  of  the 
few  travellers  who  passed  that  way.  By  the 
time  this  description  is  printed  it  will  have 
ceased  to  be  accurate,  for  it  is  probable  that 
the  rocks  will  have  been  blasted  and  that  a 
zigzag  path  will  wind  up  the  cliff  face. 

There  was  but  an  hour's  daylight  left 
when  they  came  to  the  foot  of  the  precipice, 
and  Dick  suggested  that  it  would  be  a  good 
place  to  camp  for  the  night.  But  Hank 
shook  his  head. 

"We'll  sleep  sounder  at  top,"  he  said. 
"  Ef  Rube  and  the  boys  are  on  our  track  we 
can  smile  at  them  from  up  there." 

Dick  saw  the  force  of  the  argument.  The 
spot  where  they  stood  was  the  termination  of 
a  natural  cul  de  sac,  with  frowning  walls  of 
rock  on  three  sides  of  them,  and,  behind, 
the  rugged  path  by  which  they   had   come — 
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by  which,  ftlso,  anyone  would  foVUyw.  They 
began  the  ascent  of  the  precipice  at  once, 
the  Indian  carriers  climbing  like  cats  with 
the  aid  of  the  rope,  and  the  two  white  men 
bringing  up  the  rear. 

When  Dick  at  last  swung  himself  over 
the  brink  he  found  himself  on  a  fairly  level 
plateau  of  about  a  hundred  yards  square, 
hedged  in  on  one  side  by  a  shelving  bank 
of  broken  boulders,  on  the  other  by  a  deep 
chasm  fringed  with  wind -stunted  pines. 
Directly  to  the  front  the  trail  led  on  and 
upwards  over  a  natural  causeway  with  pre- 
cipices on  either  hand.  They  were  still  a 
long  seven  miles  from  the  summit  of  the 
pass,  and  in  the  fast  fading  light  the  scene 
was  one  of  lonely  grandeur.  The  gradations 
were  nowhere  abrupt,  but  sloped  to  the  sky 
line  in  a  billowy  sea  of  chaotic  ridges,  cleft 
sharply  in  many  places  by  deep  ravines  and 
dark,  silent  canyons,  at  that  season  of  the 
year  full  of  emptiness,  but  a  few  months 
later  to  be  choked  to  the  brim  with  drifted 
snow. 

Hank  selected  for  their  camp  the  shelter 
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of  a  boulder  close  to  the  tree   to  which  the 
danglmg  rope  was   made    fast,  so    that    they 
could  command  the  approach  from  the  settle- 
ment    He  was    for    making    matters    doubly 
secure  by  dra^ving  up  the  rope,  but  Dick  over- 
ruled him,  pointing  out  that  it  would  not  be 
fair    to    any    honest    wayfarers    who    might 
come  along  to  block   the  route   entirely.    It 
was  arranged  instead    that   they  should  sleep 
in  turn,  one  remaining  always  on  guard  at  the 
rope-head.     As    they    had    plenty   of  cooked 
provisions  at  this  early  stage,  and  it  was  too 
dark  to  search  for  fuel,  they  agreed  not    to 
trouble  about  a  fire,  but  to  eat  their  supper 
and   then   commence    their  alternative  watch 
so   as   to  be  up    and   away   betimes    in   the 
morning. 

Long  before  they  had  finished  their  frugal 
meal  the  last  ray  of  daylight  had  disappeared, 
and  the  gloom  was  so  intense  that  they  could 
hardly  see  the  weird  outline  of  the  tree  that 
overtopped  the  precipice.  Dick  did  not  know 
what  nerves  were,  but  none  the  less  he  was 
glad  of  the  stalwart  young  miner's  company, 
and  persuaded   him   to  sit  awhile   and  chat 
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before  one  of  them  went  to  sleep.  The  subject 
of  their  talk  was  naturally  the  enterprise  they 
had  undertaken,  and  it  was  while  Hank  was 
repeating  with  fuller  detail  the  assertions  of 
the  drunken  Englishman  that  a  slight  alarm 
occurred.  With  sunset  the  sea  breeze  had 
died  away  and  there  was  a  deadly  silence.  In 
a  pause  of  Hank's  voice  a  pebble  rattled  not 
ten  paces  away.  He  sat  up  and  handled  his 
Winchester,  but  no  other  sound  followed. 

"  It  must  have  been  one  of  those  blamed 
Injuns,"  he  said,  after  a  long  wait,  alluding  to 
the  carriers  who  were  already  jound  asleep. 
"  I  could  have  bet,  though,  that  the  noise  came 
from  further  to  the  left  than  them." 

The  sound  was  not  repeated,  but  the  con- 
versation thus  interrupted  was  not  resumed. 
Hank  took  up  his  position  close  to  the  brink, 
and  Dick  curled  himself  up  in  his  blanket  for 
a  spell  of  sleep.  Before  he  dozed  oflf,  a 
thought  struck  him,  and  he  tore  a  leaf  from 
his  pocket  book  and  scribbled,  as  best  he 
could  in  the  dark,  the  name  and  address  of 
his  father  in  England.  Calling  Hank,  he  gave 
him  the  paper,  and  made  him  promise  to  write 
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to  Glastonford  "if  anything  happened"  during 
the  expedition. 

"  If  you  go  under,  I  guess  you  mean,"  said 
the  miner  bluntly.  "  I  ain't  no  great  shucks 
at  pen-work,  but  I'll  make  'em  see  the  run  of 
the  biz  somehow." 

Hank's  watch  passed  without  incident,  and 
Dick  took  his  place  in  the  small  hours,  on 
the  understanding  that  he  should  arouse  the 
whole  party  as  soon  as  it  was  light  enough  to 
see.  He  felt  a  pleasurable  sense  of  novelty 
and  excitement  that  made  the  time  pass 
quickly.  Though  he  had  never  shared  to  the 
full  Hank's  apprehensions  of  a  sequel  to 
what  he  regarded  as  a  common  bar-room 
quarrel,  the  mere  fact  of  standing,  rifle  in 
hand,  on  guard  against  a  possible  foe,  on  an 
American  mountain-side  in  inky  darkness, 
thrilled  him  with  fresh  enthusiasm  for  his 
task.  He  had  been  conscious  of  a  six^age 
helplessness  amid  the  unfamiliar  black- 
guardism of  that  weird  settlement  below,  but 
up  here  in  the  fresh  air  he  was  himself  again. 
The  instinct  of  the  sportsman  was  upon  him, 
and  he  realised  that  he  had  at  last  made  a 


128 


SPECTRE  GOLD. 


practical    start     towards    his   goal — the   goal 
which  was  to  give  him  BeryL 

As  the  first  faint  greyness  stole  into  the 
eastern  sky,  he  was  recalled  from  dreams  of 
the  future  to  present  happenings  by  some- 
thing that  for  one  brief  moment  made  him 
think  he  was  a  boy  again,  fishing  for  carp  m 
the  pond  at  Glastonford  Vicarage.  He  had 
gathered  the  slack  of  the  rope,  where  it  was 
hitched  to  the  trunk,  and  held  it  under  his 
arm,  as  he  leaned  with  his  back  to  the  tree. 
Suddenly  he  got  a  bite.  The  rope  was 
jerked  free  of  him,  and  then  tautened.  Some- 
one was  coming  up  the  ascent 

Dick  called  softly  to  Hank,  who  awoke  at 
once,  and  together  they  waited,  not  knowing 
what  to  expect  The  hght  grew  gradually, 
but  not  enough  to  show  them  what  manner 
of  traveller  was  swaying  and  struggling  for 
foothold  below  on  the  jerking  rope.  Not 
even  as  they  stood  aside  with  rifles  ready  to 
receive  the  indistinct  figure  that  at  last 
struggled  over  the  brink  did  they  recognise 
it  till  a  woman's  voice  spoke — 

"That  you.  Hank,  boy?" 
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It  was  Vick  Mursell,  bare-headed,  nearly 
unshod,  with  her  gown  torn  to  tatters,  who 
stood  before  them. 

"Lem'me  get  ray  breath,"  she  panted,  as 
her  lover  drew  her  from  the  perilous  edge. 
"Thank  God  I'm  in  time.  Red  Rube  and 
five  of  the  worst  kind  are  up  here  somewhere 
layin*  for  you;  I  overheard  'em  plannin'  it, 
and  mother  ketched  me.  She  locked  me  in 
the  kitchen  lest  I  should  give  'em  away,  but 
I  broke  loose  and  foUered.  Seems  as  ef  I'd 
been  walkin',  walldn',  over  rocks  all  night." 

"They've  headed  us,  then?"  said  Hank 
shortly. 

"  I  guess  so ;  they  started  two  hours  afore 
noon,"  said  Vick.  "  They  was  a-gwine  to  wait 
till  yer  got  well  on  the  Pass;  then  there 
wouldn't  be  no  bother  with  the  Sheriff  about 
yer  bodies.  I've  come  's  quick  as  I  could," 
she  finished,  sobbing. 

They  soothed  her  and  made  much  of  her, 
and  while  they  did  so  and  tried  to  draw  her 
story  from  her,  the  sun  rose  behind  the  range, 
brmging  mto  dim  relief  the  grey  rubble  of 
shingle  and  boulders  that  flanked  one  side  of  the 
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plateau.  The  little  group  at  the  edge  of  the  pre- 
cipice was  sharply  silhouetted  against  the  sky. 

Suddenly  from  one  of  the  higher  levels 
beyond  the  narrow  chasm  a  pufF  of  smoke 
darted  between  two  rocks,  and  a  bullet 
whizzed  through  the  brain  of  one  of  the 
Indian  carriers.  Another  and  another  fol- 
lowed in  quick  succession.  One  went  singing 
wide  over  the  ravine,  but  the  next  moment 
there  was  a  cry  of  horror  as  the  third  ball 
from  the  ambush  hit  Vick  Mursell  in  the 
shoulder  and  brought  her  to  the  ground 
writhing  in  agony.  Hank  sprang  forward  and, 
stooping  down,  tried  to  shield  her  with  his 
body  as  two  more  bullets  flew  by.  For  a 
moment  all  was  confusion,  but  seeing  that 
Hank  was  unmanned  by  his  brave  sweetheart's 
pain,  Dick  pulled  himself  together  and  took 
command.    The  girl  must  be  saved  at  all  cost. 

"Get  her  down  the  rope,  manl"  he  cried. 
"She'll  be  out  of  their  aim  directly  you're 
over  the  edge.  I'll  try  and  stand  them  off 
from  behind  this  boulder." 

In  desperation  Hank  raised  Vick,  and  with 
her  in  his  arm  swung  himself  over  the  brink, 
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intending  to  return  as  soon  as  he  had  placed 
her  in  safety  at  the  foot  of  the  precipice.  In 
the  meanwhile  Dick  had  sprung  to  the  scanty 
cover  of  the  boulder  where  the  surviving 
carrier  was  already  sheltering.  At  the  girl's 
fall  the  firing  had  slackened,  but  now  it 
began  again  with  redoubled  fury,  warning 
Dick  with  the  leaden  hail  that  plashed  all 
round  the  boulders  that  it  would  be  fatal  to 
show  himself.  Once  in  a  brief  lull  he  tried 
to  peer  out  in  the  hope  of  getting  a  shot  at 
the  enemy,  but  a  ball  through  his  hat  caused 
him  to  draw  back. 

While  Dick  lay  thus,  wondering:  what  was 
to  be  the  end,  Jake  Mursell  emerged  from 
behind  another  boulder  close  by,  and  waved 
a  signal  to  the  ambushed  platoon.  Then  he 
walked  to  the  edge  of  the  precipice  and 
looked  over,  taking  care  that  he  was  concealed 
from  Dick  by  the  intervening  rock.  Having 
assured^  himself  that  Hank  and  Vick  hiui 
reached  the  bottom,  he  drew  a  clasp-knife 
and  cut  the  rope,  rendering  impossible  the 
return  of  the  miner  for  many  hours. 

Dick  Osborne  was  alone  with  his  foes. 
J  2 
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BAD    NEWS. 

It  was  Mr.  Rupert  Malahide's  practice  to 
breakfast  alone  and  unattended.  When  the 
butler  had  pulled  back  his  chair,  removed 
the  covers  from  the  silver  dishes,  and  given 
a  last  touch  to  the  liqueur  stand,  that  well- 
trained  servitor  would  retire  noiselessly,  leav- 
ing his  master  to  an  unobserved  perusal  of 
the  morning's  correspondence. 

So  it  was  that  one  bright  morning  in  mid- 
summer when  the  luaster  of  the  Abbey  sorted 
over  his  letf-ers,  there  was  no  one  to  note  the 
hawk-like  eagerness  with  which  he  pounced 
upon  a  certain  yellow  envelope  bearing  a 
United  States  stamp.  There  were  no  prying 
eyes  to  perceive  how  his  thin  Hps  tightened 
over  the  white  teeth    as   he    tore   the  letter 
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open,  or  to  draw  deductions  from  the  height- 
ened flush  that  tinged  his  sallow  cheek  as  he 

read — 

Skagway,  Alaska. 
Deab  Sir, —  You  may  regard  the  mission  upon 
which  you  sent  me  out  as  practically  brought  to  a 
successful  conclusion.  I  only  arrived  at  this  place  the 
day  before  yesterday,  so  you  will  allow  that  I  have 
been  tolerably  expeditious.  There  was  some  trouble  in 
the  saloon  here  last  night,  and  I  have  just  concluded 
arrangements  by  which  the  aggrieved  party  will 
obtain  prompt  redress.  He  start-s  in  an  hour's  time 
with  five  or  six  of  his  friends  for  the  White  Pass, 
where  it  is  proposed  to  wait  for  the  aggressor  and 
adjust  all  differences.  I  have  decided  to  accompany 
the  party  with  a  view  to  being  quite  sure  that 
nothing  is  omitted  to  secure  a  satisfactory  settlement. 
I  write  this  beforehand,  as  it  is  not  certain 
whether  the  steamer  which  brought  us  up  will  sail  on 
the  return  trip  to  Victoria  before  I  can  reasonably 
expect  to  be  back  in  Skagway. 

Yours  faithfully, 

Jacob  Mursell. 


The  language  was  necessarily  vague  in  case 
the  letter  miscarried,  but  Rupert  Malahide, 
reading  between  the  lines,  grasped  its  mean- 
ing clearly,  and  it  tilled  him  with  elation. 
He  glanced  through  the  oriel  window  of 
the  breakfast-room,  down  the  long  vista  of  his 


im 


SPECTRE  GOLD. 


own    park,    to   where   the   Hall  lay    in   the 
valley  bathed  in  the  morning  sunlight 

"Good  old  Jake!"  he  chuckled  "What  a 
gift  it  is  to  know  how  to  choose  one's  tools! 
I  thought  that  this  was  a  case  for  a  fox 
rather  than  a  tiger,  and  this  confirms  my 
judgment.  I  wish,  though,  that  he  could  have 
got  back  in  time  to  catch  the  steamer  with 
the  report  of— an  accomplished  fact.  How- 
ever, I  dare  say  that  will  follow  quickly 
enough,  and  then  sooner  or  later  there  will 
be  another  deluge  of  tears  down  there — more 
copious  than  the  last." 

The  allusion,  in  which  this  man  seemed  to 
find  pleasure,  was  to  a  great  grief  which  had 
fallen  on  Beryl  Asquith  a  fortnight  after  her 
lover's  departure.  The  squire  had  died  sud- 
denly of  heart-disease,  leaving  her  a  tangle  of 
debts  and  embarrassments  to  unravel,  and 
with  no  friends  at  hand  to  help  save  staunch 
old  Aunt  Rebecca  and  the  family  solicitor. 
From  the  latter  the  girl  had  learned,  even 
before  the  first  shock  of  her  trouble  was  over, 
that  Mr.  Malahifle,  of  the  Abbey,  held  her 
prospects  in  the  hollow  of  his  hand,  and  it 
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was  small  consolation  that  the  hated  "Ogre" 
had  outwardly  said  and  done  everything 
that  was  polite  and  gentlemanl}^  She  had 
been,  so  far,  spared  a  direct  knowledge  of 
hi^  designs,  but  her  womanly  instinct  was 
beginning  to  show  her  how  he  meant  to  use 
his  power. 

Isolated  and  shunned  though  he  was, 
Malahide  doggedly  pursued  the  routine  of  a 
country  magnate,  and  having  finished  his 
breakfast  and  his  correspondence,  he  went 
out  to  make  his  daily  inspection  of  stables 
that  would  have  been  adequate  \f  he  had 
been  on  visiting  terms  with  the  whole 
county.  It  was  his  custom  on  these  occa- 
sions to  learn  the  news  from  his  stud-groom, 
a  time-serving  individual,  who  quite  under- 
stood that  one  of  his  functions  was  to  keep 
in  touch  with   local   gossip    for   his  master's 

behoof 

"Well,  Simmonds,  is  there  anything  fresh 
this  morning  ? "  asked  Malahide,  as  he  strolled 
across  the  yard  after  completing  his  round. 

"There's  a  rare  how-d'ye-do  down  at  the 
Vicarage,     sir,"    the    groom    repUed.       "The 
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parson  has  had  some  bad  news  about  his  son 
— ^him  as  went  to  America  in  the  spring.  I 
couldn't  rightly  get  to  the  bottom  of  it — 
some  say  he's  dead  and  some  say  he's  missing 
— but  there's  no  question  something  is  up. 
Old  Mr.  Osborne  has  been  in  a  terrible 
taking  since  the  post  came  in  this  morning." 

Malahide  made  no  reply,  and,  dismissing 
the  groom  at  the  entrance  of  the  yard,  turned 
into  the  park,  thinking  deeply.  It  puzzled 
him  that  the  Vicar  should  have  received 
news  of  some  disaster  to  Dick,  and  yet  that 
Jake  Mursell  should  not  have  supplemented 
his  report  with  another  stating  that,  in  his 
own  words,  "he  had  secured  a  satisfactory 
settlement"  The  letter  to  Mr.  Osborne,  by 
whomsoever  written,  must  have  left  Skagway 
in  the  same  boat  as  the  one  which  he  had 
just  received  from  Jake,  and  his  emissary 
should  therefore  have  had  time  to  write  a 
second  letter  confirming  the  anticipations  of 
the  first. 

"Possibly  Master  Jake  got  bowled  over  in 
the  scrimmage,"  ho  reflected,  "though  it  is 
hardly  like  him  to   put  himself  in  the  way. 
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On  the  whole  I  should  regard  my  worthy 
messenger's  taking-off  as  rather  an  advantage, 
provided  it  was  a  clean  kill  without  any 
death-bed  confessions.  I  think  I  will  walk 
down  to  the  Vicarage  and  condole.  I  must 
know  all  there  is  to  know." 

Glastonford  Vicarage  showed  no  outward 
signs  of  the  thunderbolt  that  the  post  had 
launched  upon  it.  Everything  looked  calm 
and  peaceful  in  the  noontide  sunshine  ;  the 
bees  were  humming  in  the  flower-beds  ;  the 
front  door  stood  open ;  and  Malahide  was 
quick  to  observe  that  the  blinds  had  not  been 
drawn  down.  No  certain  news  of  Dick's  death 
could  have  come  to  hand. 

"Tell  Mr.  Osborne  that  I  should  wish  to 
offer  him  my  sympathy,  if  he  can  see  me," 
said  the  owner  of  the  Abbey  to  the  neat  maid- 
servant who  answered  his  ring. 

The  Vicar  shared  the  general  dislike  of  his 
wealthy  neighbour,  but  he  was  in  the  frame 
of  mind  to  lean  on  anyone,  and  Malahide  was 
shown  into  the  study.  The  visitor's  sallow 
face  was  a  picture  of  deep  concern,  as  he 
wrung  the  old  clergyman  by  the  hand. 
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"  I  have  heard  a  rumour — several  rumours, 
in  fact — of  your  trouble,"  he  begaa  "I  could 
not  rest  till  I  learned  the  real  truth,  and  if 
I  could  be  of  any  use  to  you " 

"  You  are  most  kind,"  said  Mr.  Osborne, 
nearly  breaking  down.  "I  am  afraid  that  I 
have  lost  my  boy.  This  letter  will  tell  you  as 
much  as  I  know  myself." 

It  was  an  ill-written  scrawl  which  the 
Vicar  handed  him,  but  Malahide's  keen  eyes 
went  straight  to  the  date  at  the  top  and 
found  no  difficulty  in  deciphering  the  figures. 
The  letter  had  been  written  at  Skagway  two 
days  later  than  that  of  Jake  MurselL  The 
subsequent  silence  of  the  latter  was  beginning 
to  be  remarkable.  Excepting  that  the  spelling 
has  been  corrected,  this  is  what  Malahide  read 
with  eager  curiosity: — 

Sir— I  ain't  worth  a  cent  at  writing,  so  please  to 
excuse  errors.  I  was  about  starting  for  the  Yukon 
with  a  Britisher  named  Osborne  as  gave  me  your 
address.  The  boys  was  down  on  him  for  some  reason 
unbeknown,  and  there  was  a  bit  of  a  circun  ^ith  Red 
Rube  as  made  me  uneasy.  Wo  had  got  on  to  the 
White  Pass  to  a  place  at  top  of  a  tall  cliff  when  a  gal 
I'm  courting  come  up.    She'd  been  following  all  night 
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to  give  us  the  office  that  Rube  and  five  old  ^kagway 
toughs  was  laying  for  us  somewheres  up  the  Pass. 
Whiles  she  was  talking  shooting  began.  One  of  our 
Injun  carriers  was  stretched  out,  and  my  gal  was  hit. 
Lead  was  coming  over  thick,  and  Osborne  told  me  to 
get  the  gal  down  the  cliff,  and  he'd  do  the  best  he 
could.  I  hated  to  quit,  but  Vick  being  mortal  bad 
and  in  danger  of  another  bullet,  I  toted  her  down  the 
rope  out  of  fire.  I'd  laid  her  at  the  foot,  and  was 
just  starting  to  go  up  again  when  the  rope  was  cut 
at  the  top.  Seeing  as  it  would  have  took  three  hours 
to  climb,  and  the  gal  being  like  to  bleed  to  death,  I 
started  to  carry  her  back  to  the  township,  reckoning 
as  it  would  be  all  over  with  Osborne  before  I  could  get 
to  him  if  I  stayed  to  climb.  And  I  am  nigh  sure 
he  was  laid  out  already,  seeing  as  about  the  time 
the  rope  was  cut  the  firing  stopped. 

After  I  had  got  the  gal  to  home  I  went  out  with 
three  men  I  could  trust,  and  we  climbed  the  cliff. 
But,  what  with  me  carrying  Vick  to  Skagway  and 
having  to  climb,  it  was  twenty-four  hours  before  we 
struck  the  top,  and  there  was  nary  a  trace  of  Osborne 
nor  yet  of  the  skunks  as  laid  for  us.  'Taint  likely  as 
he  could  have  fixed  up  the  whole  caboodle,  so  I  reckon 
Rod  Rube's  crowd  put  him  and  the  carriers,  after  kill- 
ing 'em,  down  a  hole,  which  there's  a  good  few  without 
a  bottom  thereabouts,  and  then  scooted  for  Juneau  or 
some  place  further  down  the  coast  Anyway,  they  ain't 
showed  in  Skagway  since,  and  the  fight  was  day  before 
yesterday.  I  feel  real  mean  about  it,  for  he  was  a  nice 
young  feller,  but  if  his  friends  go  for  to  blame  me,  they 
must  remember  I  had  the  gal  to  think  of. 

There  was  a  commercial — name  of  Baxter  come  up 
here  same  boat  as  Osborne,  and  he  ain't  been  seen 
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since  the  fight  I  can't  find  he  was  in  the  biz  and 
Yick  says  no,  but  I  can't  say  as  I  cottoned  to  him 
somehow. 

If  any  news  comes  in  will  keep  you  posted. 

Yours  with  renpect. 

Hank  Dbvink. 

In  his  agitation  the  Yicar  paced  the  room 
with  his  head  downcast,  while  Malahide  was 
reading ;  and  the  latter,  believing  himself 
unobserved,  relaxed  something  of  his  facial 
control  His  feelings  were  those  of  mingled 
triumph  and  perplexity,  and  they  appeared  on 
his  countenance  in  quick  succession.  The  news 
sent  by  this  man  Devine  seemed  to  point  to 
the  attainment  of  his  object ;  but  why  had  not 
Jake  written  ?  He  was  clearly  not  suspected 
at  Skagway  of  having  had  a  hand  in  the 
attack  on  Dick;  so  why,  if  he  was  alive,  had 
he  not  returned  to  the  township  ?  And  if  he 
had  been  openly  present  at  the  murder,  which 
was  very  improbable,  and  Dick  had  killed 
him,  where  w&s  the  body  ?  The  hired  desper- 
adoes would  have  had  no  reason  for  concealing 
it.  On  the  contrary,  they  might  have  used  it 
as  an  excuse  for  their  attack,  alleging  that 
Dick  had  fired   the  first  shot.     There  was  a 
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mystery  somewhere  which  Makhide  did  not 
like. 

"This  is  very  terrible,  Mr.  Osborne;  your 
suspense  must  be  unbearable/'  he  said  handing 
the  letter  back.  And  then,  affecting  a  sudden 
burst  of  generous  enthusiasm,  he  added :  "  I 
will  tell  you  what  I'll  do;  I  will  go  out  to 
Skagway,  and  leave  no  stone  unturned  to  get 
at  the  truth  of  this  wild  story." 

Clutching  at  any  straw,  the  Vicar  turned 
to  him  with  gratitude  and  acceptance  on  his 
lips,  but  before  the  words  came  a  deep  bass 
cough  drew  the  attention  of  both  men  to  the 
open  French  window.  There  stood  Aunt 
Eebecca,  her  wizened  little  face  puckered  up 
into  a  portentous  frown.  She  was  in  mourn- 
ing for  her  brother,  but  the  shape  and  style 
of  her  garments  was  unchanged.  The  mush- 
room hat  was  devoid  of  ornament,  and  the 
ribbon  that  fastened  it  under  her  chin  was  black 
instead  of  blue — that  was  the  only  difference. 

Treating  Malahide  to  a  stony  stare,  she 
stumped  into  the  room,  ignoring  his  presence, 
except  that  her  first  words  had  reference  to 
his  proposal 
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"Don't  listen  to  anything  of  the  kind, 
Vicar,"  she  snapped.  "If  anyone  goes  out  to 
look  after  our  poor  boy  it  had  better  be  a 
friend — not  an  enemy." 

"  Really,  Miss  Asquith,  I  am  not  conscious 
of  having  done  anything  to  deserve  such  a 
description,"  Malahide  said,  trying  with  fair 
success  to  invest  his  tone  with  good-humoured 
tolerance.  Mr.  Osborne  looked  from  one  to 
the  other  in  pained  surprise,  but  he  was  too 
unstrung  to  more  than  stammer  feebly  that 
he  was  sure  the  offer  was  kindly  made. 

"  Thank  you,  sir,  for  seeing  it  in  that  light," 
said  Malahide  with  a  great  show  of  respect. 
"I  am  certain  that  Miss  Asquith  will  do  me 
the  justice  of  withdrawing  that  imputation 
when  she  is  in  a  calmer  mood.  This  news 
has  been  so  grievous  and  so  sudden  that  I 
can  well  make  allowance  for  very  natural 
excitement." 

Courteously  as  Malahide  spoke,  he  was 
inwardly  furious  that  this  eccentric  old  lady 
should  have  fathomed  his  secret,  and  he 
chose  his  words  with  a  view  to  goading  her 
to   exasperatioa     He    wanted    to   laam   how 
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she  had  discovered  a  sentiment  that  he  had 
believed  to  be  locked  saHy  in  his  own  breast. 
He  gained  his  purpose,  but  though  Aunt 
Rebecca  was  blazing  with  indignation  at  his 
suggestion  that  she  was  not  quite  herseli;  she 
refused  to  address  him  directly.  , 

'  T  know  what  I  am  talking  about,  Vicar," 
she  said.  "I  have  not  had  access  to  my  poor 
brother  Horace's  private  diary  for  nothing,  and 
glad  I  am  that  it  fell  into  my  hands  before 
Beryl  got  hold  of  it.  It  would  have  been 
a  thousand  pities  if  she  had  found  cause 
to  despise  her  father's  memory  because  a 
scoundrel  kept  him  like  a  toad  under  a 
harrow,  and  he  did  not  know  which  way  to 

turn." 

Malahide  had  not  bargained  for  this.  The 
last  thing  ho  had  suspected  was  that  Horace 
Asquith  would  have  recorded  in  black  and 
white  the  conditions  he  had  so  nearly  entered 
into  for  the  renewal  of  the  mortgages.  He 
had  hoped  that,  with  Dick  out  of  the  way 
once  for  all,  he  could  have  posed  as  Beryl's 
friend  by  tearing  up  the  securities,  and  that 
then,  having  won  her  favour,  he  could  have 
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induced  her  to  marry  him.  For  a  moment  he 
was  staggered  by  the  discovery  that  this  old 
gentlewoman,  who  had  always  despised  and 
ignored  him,  had  probed  his  designs  upon 
the  girl  and  regarded  him  as  a  rival  of  the 
missing  man;  but  he  grasped  the  necessity  of 
keeping  up  appearances.  It  would  be  a  false 
move  to  make  any  admissions,  especially  as 
Aunt  Rebecca,  out  of  regard  for  her  dead 
brother's  good  name,  evidently  did  not  intend 
to  enlighten  Beryl.  If  he  played  his  cards 
skilfully,  ho  might  still  gain  his  end  in  the 
way  he  had  settled  on  after  Mr.  Asquith's 
death — always  provided  that  that  scene  half- 
way up  the  White  Pass  had  terminated 
"  satisfoctorily." 

"  Oh !  diaries  are  dreadful  things,"  he 
laughed.  "I  should  never  have  suspected  my 
old  friend  Asquith  of  such  a  weakness,  and 
I  cannot  take  the  responsibility  for  anything 
he  has  put  in  his.  People  write  down  all  sorts 
of  nonsense  late  at  night  and  forget  to  scratch 
it  out  in  the  morning.  However,  after  this 
I  am  afraid,  ""Ir.  Osborne,  that  there  must  be 
an  end  of  my  project.     One  hardly  cares  to 
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undertake  a  trip  to  Alaska  vrith  one's  motives 
under  suspicion,  and  I  had  been  on  the  point 
of  starting  for  a  course  of  the  waters  at  Hom- 
burg.  I  trust  on  my  return  thence  I  shall 
find  your  suspense  happily  ended." 

With  a  low  bow  to  Aunt  Rebecca,  and 
much  sympathetic  handshaking  with  the  Vicar, 
who  accompanied  him  to  the  door  not  knowing 
what  to  say,  Malahide  took  his  departure. 
The  moment  he  was  clear  of  the  grounds  he 
consulted  his  watch  and  began  to  walk 
hurriedly  back  to  the  Abbey,  an  already  half- 
formed  intention  rapidly  assuming  shape  in 
his  mind.  Hank  Devme's  letter  to  Mr. 
Osborne  had  largely  discounted  the  pleasure 
which  Jake  Mursell's  forecast  had  brought 
him,  and  he  would  have  given  a  large  sum 
to  he  &wre.  The  chances  were  in  favour  of 
Dick  having  been  killed,  but  that  wall  of 
cliff  mentioned  by  the  Vicar's  correspondent 
seemed  to  stand  between  him  and  infinite 
possibilitiea  The  unseen  tragedy  might  have 
ended  in  so  many  ways. 

"If  there  was  a  telegraph  to  Skagway  I 
could  wire  to  Mursell's  mother  and    learn  if 
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he  has  turned  up,"  he  said  to  himself.  "  But 
there  Isn't,  and  that  leaves  nothing  hut  for 
me  to  go  out.  It  will  be  quickest  and  best, 
as  I  saw  when,  on  the  spur  of  the  moment, 
I  made  that  quixotic  offer  just  now.  It  was 
a  happy  thought,  too,  to  tip  them  Homburg 
as  a  raison  d'Hre  for  my  possible  absence. 
Yes,  I  will  go  out,  and  master  the  exact 
position.  It  is  not  a  matter  that  can  be  left 
in  the  air." 

With  Rupert  Malahide  to  decide  was  to 
act,  and  having  cHnched  his  determination  he 
rapidly,  as  he  walked  along,  made  mental 
arrangements  for  immediate  departure.  The 
Allan  boat,  which  would  put  him  in  touch 
with  the  Canadian  Pacific  Railway,  was  due 
to  sail  from  Liverpool  on  the  morrow,  and 
he  settled  to  make  a  strenuous  effort  to 
catch  it 

"  If  so  I  shall  be  in  Skagway  in  something 
under  a  month,"  he  reflected.  "  Stay,  though ; 
let  me  calculate  it  exactly."  And  pulling  a 
paper  from  his  pocket,  which  happened  to  be 
the  envelope  of  Jake  Mursell's  letter,  he  pro- 
ceeded  to  jot  down  the  number  of  days  that 
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would  be  required  for  the  several  stages  of 
his  journey. 

For  the  purpose  of  making  his  reckoning 
he  had  halted  at  a  stile  that  led  across  the 
Vicarage  meadows,  not  only  to  his  own  park, 
but  also  to  the  Hall;  and  so  intent  was  he 
on  his  task  that  he  did  not  hear  approaching 
footsteps  till  Beryl  Asquith  was  close  upon 
him.  She  was  in  deep  mourning,  and  her 
sweet  face  showed  traces  of  the  fresh  shock 
she  had  received  when  Mr.  Osborne  had 
rushed  over  to  the  Hall  with  his  news — a 
shock  all  the  more  terrible  because  the  same 
post  had  brought  her  Dick's  cheery  letter 
describing  his  arrival  at  Skagway. 

Malahide,  who  had  just  completed  his 
itinerary,  looked  up  at  last,  and,  hurriedly 
disposing  of  the  envelope,  assisted  Beryl  over 
the  stile.  He  was  far  too  clever  to  attempt 
to  condole  with  her.  To  do  so  would  have 
been  impertinent,  her  engagement  to  Dick 
never  having  been  made  public;  and  it  was, 
moreover,  to  his  interest  to  ignore  it  He 
merely  remarked  that  it  was  a  sad  affair, 
that  he  hoped  she  would  be  able  to  comfort 
k2 
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the  Vicar,  whom  he  had  just  left;  and  then, 
raising  his  hat,  he  passed  on. 

"How  her  beauty  grows  on  me!"  he 
muttered,  as  he  entered  the  Abbey  park. 
"When  I  began  the  chase  it  was  the  estate, 
and  a  nice  gentlemanly  way  of  collaring  it, 
that  principally  weighed.  Now,  I  wouldn't 
lose  the  girl  herself  for  ten  Glastonford 
Halls." 

On  reaching  the  mansion  he  sent  for  his 
valet,  and  within  ten  minutes  it  was  known 
from  the  butler's  pantry  to  the  stable-yard 
that  the  master  of  the  Abbey  was  going  to 
town  by  the  afternoon  train — on  his  way  to 
Homburg.  Bailiffs  and  gardeners  and  grooms 
were  successively  interviewed,  and  every  pre- 
paration was  made  for  a  prolonged  absence. 
There  was  so  much  to  do  in  so  short  a  time 
that  MaiteMde  did  not  even  change  the 
clothes  he  had  worn  in  the  morning  before 
he  drove  to  the  station,  and  it  was  only  when 
he  was  half-way  to  London  that  he  made  an 
important  discovery.  In  the  seclusion  of  his 
first-class  carriage  he  was  moved  to  consult 
the  programme  of  his  journey  that  he   had 


T 


BAD  NEWS. 


149 


pencilled  down.  It  was  nowhere  to  be  found« 
He  turned  his  pockets  inside  out,  but  the 
envelope  of  Jake  Mursell's  letter  with  its  tell- 
tale memoranda  was  missing. 

"  This  is  not  like  me ;  I  hope  it  is  not  an 
omen  of  disaster!"  he  thought  "I  must 
have  dropped  it  when  she  came  upon  me  so 
suddenly.  Bah!  what  matters  it?  The  office 
at  Skagway  didn't  appear  to  possess  a  stamp, 
for  the  postmark  was  Victoria  and  that  would 
not  prove  anything.  As  for  my  scribbled 
programme,  I  might  well  be  expected  to  take 
an  interest  in  the  facilities  for  communicating 
with  the  spot  where  the  local  excitement 
centres,  without  being  suspected  of  going  there." 

None  the  less  was  he  annoyed  with  him- 
self for  his  carelessness,  and,  though  the 
chances  were  that  if  the  envelope  were  ever 
picked  up  at  all  it  would  be  by  some  yokel 
who  could  not  read  it,  he  got  out  at  the  next 
station  and  telegraphed  to  his  house-steward 
to  institute  a  search.  But  up  to  the  time  of 
his  leaving  London  for  Liverpool  by  the  night 
mail  no  reply  reached  him,  though  he 
deferred  his  departure  to  the  last  moment. 
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Twenty-four  hours  later  the  good  ship 
Parisian  was  steaming  down  St.  George's 
Channel  in  the  teeth  of  a  south-westerly  gale, 
and  Rupert  Malahide  lay  in  his  berth  in  the 
private  state-room  which  he  had  secured.  He 
was  "a  bad  sailor/'  and  was  very  sick.  The 
crash  of  distant  crockery,  the  banging  of 
doors,  the  thumping  of  the  engines,  and  the 
whirr  of  the  screw  made  him  curse  Jake 
Mursell  with  every  hard-fetched  breath. 

In  the  midst  of  his  trouble  the  cabin-door, 
which  he  had  left  unbolted  for  the  easier 
admission  of  the  steward,  was  pushed  open, 
and  he  sat  up  to  resent  the  intrusioa  But 
the  words  he  was  about  to  hurl  died  away 
on  his  lips  at  the  sight  of  the  wizened  little 
woman's  face  that  was  peering  at  him  from 
under  a  ribbon-tied  mushroom  hat — for, 
despite  the  weather.  Aunt  Rebecca  had  been 
on  deck  for  a  breather  before  retiring. 

"This  is  the  wrong  cabin,  Beryl,"  she  said 
to  someone  behind,  as  she  backed  out;  *'and 
apparently  it  is  the  wrong  ship,  too.  It 
seems  to  be  bound  for  Homburgl" 
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When  Jake  Mursell  had  cut  the  rope,  he 
worked  round,  still  keeping  out  oi  sight,  to 
the  rear  of  Dick's  shelter,  and,  having  come 
within  ten  paces,  whistled  softly.  Dick 
instantly  faced  round  and  covered  him  with 
his  rifle.  Jake,  who  carried  no  visible  fire- 
arms, smiled  pleasantly. 

"I  am  a  friend,  Mr.  Osborne;  though 
seeing  me  here  at  such  a  time  you  might 
well  think  otherwise,"  he  said,  lowering  his 
voice  so  that  it  should  not  carry  to  the 
ambush  beyond  the  chasm.  "I  am  about  to 
prove  it  to  you  by  making  an  end  of  your 
enemies.  AU  I  ask  is  that  you  will  watch 
me — with  free  liberty  to  shoot  if  I  play  you 
false." 
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Dick's  astonishment  at  the  "salmon- 
packer's"  appearance  in  the  midst  of  the 
treacherous  attack  was  intense,  and  keeping 
his  Winchester  levelled,  he  eyed  him  with 
growing  distrust  "  Do  what  you  like,"  he  said ; 
"  but  if  you  come  a  step  nearer  I  shall  fire." 

Jake  waved  his  hand  airily,  and,  taking 
care  to  observe  the  injunction,  moved  out 
into  the  broad,  level  space  in  the  centre  of 
the  plateau.  Dick,  keen  to  follow  his  every 
movement,  and  determined  to  shoot  him  at 
the  first  proof  that  he  was  a  traitor,  peered 
round  the  boulder,  offering  a  fair  mark  for 
the  ambushed  sharpshootens.  But  the  firing 
which  had  ceased  on  Jake's  first  appearance 
on  the  scene,  did  not  recommence. 

Jake  advanced  to  the  edge  of  the  narrow 
chasm  that  bounded  one  side  of  the  plateau 
and  called  out  "Rube!"  A  fierce  face, 
framed  in  a  shock  of  red  hair  rose  above  one 
of  the  rocks  beyond  the  fissure. 

"Don't  waste  any  more  powder,  boys," 
called  Jake.  "I  am  bossing  this  ihow,  and 
I  can  make  terms  that'll  suit  all  parties. 
Come  over  here,  the  whole  crowd^^  and  talk.*' 
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Red  Rube  emerged  from  the  pile  of 
boulders,  and,  followed  by  five  slouching 
ruffians,  advanced  towards  the  chasm.  Dick 
now  perceivod — what  had  escaped  his  notice 
in  the  gloom  of  the  previous  evening — that 
it  was  bridged  by  a  trunk  of  spruce-fir,  and 
he  was  in  two  minds  whether  he  ought  ix> 
allow  the  gang  to  cross  to  his  side  of  it. 
But,  reflecting  that  he  had  Jake  at  his 
mercy,  he  held  his  rifle  in  readiness  and 
waited. 

What  followed  passed  so  quickly  that  he 
did  not  grasp  its  full  significance  till  it  was 
too  late  to  interfere,  had  he  been  so  minded. 
On.  reaching  the  trunk,  Red  Rube  motioned 
to  his  companions  to  cross,  and  when  they 
were  all  on  the  narrow  support,  joining  hands 
and  sidling  along  it  for  greater  security,  he 
himself  brought  up  the  rear.  As  soon  as  the 
whole  six  were  on  the  trunk,  and  the  first 
of  the  desperadoes  was  within  a  yard  of  him, 
Jake  stooped  down  and  calmly  dislodged  the 
end  of  the  slender  bridge.  Carrying  the  first 
five  men  with  it  to  certain  death,  the  trunk 
fell  into  the  abyss;   but  Red    Rube,    though 
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he  dropped  his  rifle,  managed  to  clutch  the 
opposite  brink,  where  he  sprawled  and  strug- 
gled for  vantage  ground  against  the  side  of 
the  chasm.  Drawing  a  revolver,  Jake  fired 
two  shots  at  him,  but  missed;  and  before  he 
could  get  ia  a  third  Rube  had  regained  the 
further  ledge  and  was  among  the  rocks. 

"There,  Mr.  Osborne!  I  reckon  that 
ought  to  serve  as  a  testimonial  of  good 
faith,"  said  Jake,  coolly,  when  he  had  assured 
himself  by  a  glance  into  the  black  depths 
that  his  work  Avas  well  done.  "  I  am  sorry 
not  to  have  raked  in  the  biggest  tough  of 
the  lot,  but  he  won't  give  us  any  more 
trouble  without  his  rifle.  I'm  real  glad  to 
have  been  of  use." 

For  the  moment  Dick  could  not  answer 
him.  The  horrible  swiftness  with  which  those 
five  had  gone  down  into  the  pit  turned  him 
faint  and  sick.  And,  though  the  service  ren- 
dered by  "Mr.  Baxter"  was  of  undoubted 
value,  there  was  so  much  of  cold-blooded 
trea/jhery  in  the  method  of  it  that  Dick  had 
to  cast  about  for  words  to  express  himself. 
There  was  a  good  deal  to  be  explained,  too, 
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before  ho  could  feel  unreservedly  grateful  to 
this  man  who  spoke  and  smiled  so  blandly 
within  a  minute  of  wiping  five  fellow-creatures 
out  of  the  scheme  of  creation. 

"You  certainly  seemed  to  have  turned  up 
in  the  nick  of  time,"  said  Dick,  after  vainly 
peering  into  the  black  gulf  for  a  trace  of  his 
late  assailants.  "I  am  curious  to  know  how 
you  chanced  to  be  on  hand." 

The  distrust  in  his  voice  was  unmistakable, 
but  Jake  only  laughed  good-humouredly : — 
"There  was  very  little  chance  about  it,  except 
that  I  happened  to  learn  that  the  boys  were 
going  to  lay  for  you  on  the  White  Pass.  I 
had  half  engaged  Red  Rube — for  the  salmon 
fishery,  you  know — and  the  brute  trusted  me. 
As  I  knew  it  was  no  sort  of  use  arguing 
with  that  crowd,  I  gammoned  them  that  I 
had  a  grudge  to  pay  off  too,  and  so  got 
them  to  take  me  along.  You  see,  I'd  taken 
a  kind  of  fancy  to  you  on  the  voyage  up, 
and  I  wasn't  going  to  let  you  be  straightened 
out  without  having  a  shot  at  saving  you.*' 

"  Well,  you've  done  it  effectually,"  said 
Dick,  beginning  to  wonder  if  this  was  genuine. 
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Somehow  Jake  had  contrivAd  to  invest  it 
with  the  ring  of  truth. 

*  Yes,  I'm  a  whale  at  having  my  own 
way,"  proceeded  this  good  Samaritan  genially. 
"They  started  a  couple  of  hours  ahead  of 
you,  and  we  hid  up  in  the  boulders  across 
the  chasm,  but  last  night  I  persuaded  them 
that  it  was  too  dark  to  shoot  Towards 
dawn  I  stole  away,  and  over  the  log  bridge, 
intending  to  warn  you,  but  before  I'd  reached 
you  the  girl  came  up  the  rope,  and  shooting 
began.  Then  I  got  to  cover,  and  lay  cogi- 
tating how  to  act  till  one  of  the  gang  came 
over  and  cut  the  rope.  That  let  the  light 
of  day  into  my  thinking-machine.  I  knew 
that  having  stalled  oiF  your  white  friend  from 
coming  back  they  would  run  in  on  you  in 
a  minute  or  two,  so  I  decided  to  try  a  bluf£ 
You  will  allow  that  it  met  with  considerable 
success." 

This  sounded  plausible,  and  had  the  merit 
of  fitting  in  with  all  that  Dick  had  seen  and 
heard.  Ten  steps  brought  him  to  the  edge 
of  the  precipice,  and  there,  sure  enough,  he 
beheld  apparent  confirmation  of  at  least  part 
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of  the  story.  The  rope  was  cut  short  oflf, 
and  far  down  the  canyon  Hank  Devlne's 
broad  back  ^"is  visible  for  an  instant  before 
he  disappeared  with  the  burden  of  the 
wounded  girl  on  his  way  back  to  Skagway. 
Dick  felt  that  to  doubt,  or  at  any  rate  to 
show  doubt,  longer,  would  be  churlish,  and 
he  frankly  offered  "  Mr.   Baxter "  his  thanks. 

"  I  wish  it  could  have  been  done  with  less 
wholesale  slaughter,"  said  Jake,  divining  his 
thoughts,  "  but  we  were  in  a  tight  place,  and 
there  was  no  time  for  shilly-shally.  I  am 
glad  I  hadn't  longer  to  think  about  it, 
because  self-interest  is  strong,  and  this  Uttle 
turn-up  has  about  queered  my  business  in 
these  parts,  I  reckon.  Red  Rube  will  make 
this  region  too  warm  for  me  to  hope  for  a 
quiet  life  at  fish-packing.  What  are  your 
plans,  may  I  ask,  before  I  oflfer  a  suggestion?" 

Dick  looked  round  rather  ruefully.  There 
lay  one  of  his  Indian  carriers  stone-dead  in 
a  pool  of  blood,  with  his  load,  which  he  had 
been  in  the  act  of  lifting  when  shot,  scattered 
around.  It  was  true  that  one  was  left, 
smoking    imperturbably    in    his   blanket   now 
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that  the  danger  was  past;  but  Hank  Devine, 
whom  he  had  regarded  as  his  mainstay,  had 
deserted  him,  and  away  in  front  stretched 
the  lonely  track  to  the  summit  of  the  Pass 
as  an  earnest  of  the  difficulties  to  be  faced 
unaided  if  he  elected  to  go  on.  Hank's 
absence,  he  readily  admitted,  was  pardonable 
under  the  circumstances,  and  was  probably 
only  temporary ;  but  it  would  be  galling  either 
to  have  to  wait  or  go  back  for  him,  when 
every  hour  of  the  short  summer  might  be 
wanted  for  his  work  in  the  vast  solitudes 
that  lay  behind  the  mountain. 

"I  am  for  pushing  forward  if  it  is  prac- 
ticable," replied  Dick,  with  a  wistful  look  at  his 
surviving  carrier.  "See  here,  you  chap,  you 
speak  English  enough  to  understand,"  he  went 
on,  going  up  to  the  quaintly  huddled  figure. 
"  Good !  Then  can  you  help  build  a  canoe  and 
paddle  it  afterwards?" 

"  Me  Siwash  feller — do  anyting  for  dollars 
— build  um  boat  and  paddl'  um.  Know  ribber  a 
heap ! "  was  the  reply  that  gladdened  Dick's  heart. 

"  I  shall  go  straight  on,"  he  said ;  and  then, 
perceiving    his    selfishness,  he   added,  "but   I 
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can't  leave  you  here  to  find  your  way  down 
these  precipice'j  back  to  Skagway  alone.  I 
must " 

"There  is  no  'must'  about  it,"  interrupted 
Jaka  "Your  fix  brings  me  to  my  suggestion. 
If  you'll  have  me,  I'll  go  on  with  you. 
Salmon-canning  is  at  a  discount  for  me  here- 
abouts now,  and  I  have  often  wanted  to  nose 
round  the  Yukoa  You  and  me  can  make 
shift  to  carry  the  dead  Indian's  load  down  to 
the  lake,  and  then  we  can  prove  this  joker's 
title  to  be  considered  a  skilled  navigator." 

Probably  if  Dick  had  h0d  a  free  choice, 
this  oily-mannered  individual,  who  could  kill 
ruthlessly  with  a  smile  on  his  lips,  would  have 
been  the  last  whom  he  would  have  selected 
for  a  companion.  But  in  the  opposite  balance 
there  weighed  the  chivabous  feeling  that "  Mr. 
Baxter"  had  marred  his  business  prospects 
through  coming  to  his  aid,  and  that  he  owed 
him  some  reparation.  His  answer,  therefore, 
was  an  unhesitating  assent 

"Come  by  all  means,  if  you  don't  mind 
roughing  it,"  he  said.  "When  Devine  catches 
us  up  there  won't  be  such  a  great  lot  to  carry. 
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divided  among  three.  He  is  sure  to  follow, 
if  I  am  not  mistaken  in  him,  and  I  propose 
to  nail  a  paper  on  t^at  tree,  sajing  that  we 
have  gone  on,  and  asking  him  to  hmrry  up." 

Jake  nodded  aprovaL  "A  good  notion," 
he  replied;  "and  while  you  are  writing  your 
message  I  will  bury  the  dead  carrier.  Might 
jar  on  people's  nerves  if  we  left  corpses  about" 
And  before  Dick  had  grasped  his  intention, 
he  had  dragged  the  body  to  the  brink  of  the 
crevasse  and  hurled  it  into  the  abyss  which 
had  swallowed  the  five  victims  of  his  ruse. 
Again  Dick  could  not  repress  a  shudder  at 
the  man's  callousness ;  though  when  he  came 
to  analyse  the  sentiment,  he  had  to  admit 
that  his  new  companion  had  only  taken  a 
common-sense  way  out  of  the  difficulty. 

The  note  to  Devine  was  soon  written,  and 
when  it  had  been  fixed  to  the  ^ree,  from 
which  a  few  feet  of  cut  rope  still  dangled, 
preparations  were  made  for  an  immediate  start. 
A  hasty  meal  was  eaten,  the  loads  were  appor- 
tioned and  the  Siwash  Indian  was  ordered  to 
lead  them  over  the  summit  by  the  shortest 
trail  to  Lake  Taku. 
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The  procession  of  three,  murching  in  single 
file,  had  reached  the  upper  end  of  the  plateau, 
and  were  debouching  on  to  the  rocky  cause- 
way that  led  to  the  higher  levels,  when  Jake 
uttered  a  sudden  exclamation — 

"  I  have  left  my  knife,"  he  said,  in  answer 
to  Dick's  inquiry.  "  You  keep  right  on,  and  I 
will  overtake  you  in  the  whisk  of  a  mare's 
tail  That  knife  was  a  present  from  my  dear 
old  mother  in  Bostv)n  lor  attending  Sunday- 
school,  and  I  wouldn't  lose  it  for  a  lot ! " 

Depositing  his  load  he  hurried  back  to  the 
plateau,  and,  not  without  uneasy  glances  towards 
the  boulders  where  Red  Rube  had  disappeared, 
he  found  his  knife  where  he  had  placed  it — 
close  to  the  trunk  that  overhung  the  canyon. 
For  half  a  minute  more  he  lingered  on  the 
spot,  and  then  hastened  after  the  others. 

But  when,  five  minutes  later,  he  rejoined 
them,  a  traveller  ascending  the  precipice  from 
the  canyon  would  have  seen  no  signs  of  the 
spot  of  white  on  the  tree  trunk,  which,  before 
Jake's  return,  would  have  caught  his  eye. 
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The  busy  ring  of  iron  against  wood  echoed 
along  the  shore  of  the  Taku  Laka  The  rain 
came  down  in  torrents,  and  reeked  back  from 
the  sodden  earth  in  a  ground  fog  that  was 
almost  thick  enough  to  break  the  fall  of  the 
rain  that  bred  it  A  coil  of  blue  smoke  from 
a  camp  fire  in  a  belt  of  larches  struggled 
upwards,  and  then,  having  topped  the  trees 
beat  down  again,  unable  to  rise  higher  in  the 
damp  air,  to  fill  the  grove  with  pungent 
fragrance.  Mosquitoes,  nearly  as  big  as 
humming-birds,  buzzed  about  in  search  of  prey 
and  found  it — in  the  broad  cheeks  of  Jake 
Mursell. 

Jake  was  engaged   in  the  none   too  easy 
task  of   keeping   alight    the   spluttering   fire, 
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and  in  stirring  the  savoury  contents  of  the 
iron  pot  that  swung  over  it.  Some  twenty 
yards  away  Dick  was  felling  a  tree,  while  on 
the  other  side  of  the  glade  the  Indian  carrier, 
Joey,  was  plying  his  adze  on  a  half-finished 
canoe. 

The  party  had  surmounted  the  remainder 
of  the  White  Pass  without  further  adventure, 
but,  though  they  had  now  been  camped  three 
days  on  the  shore  of  the  lake,  Hank  Devine 
had  failed  to  put  in  an  appearance.  Dick, 
while  regretting  his  absence,  tried  to  solace 
himself  with  the  reflection  that,  if  he  had 
really  loft  him  to  his  fate,  the  young  miner 
was  not  the  man  he  had  taken  him  for,  and 
would  not  be  missed  in  the  end.  Joey,  too, 
was  proving  such  an  eflicient  boat-builder  that 
Dick's  hopes  of  the  success  of  his  enterprise 
were  hourly  rising  higher. 

The  one  point  that  troubled  him,  since 
Hank's  desertion  seemed  to  be  an  accom- 
plished fact,  was  that  his  late  companion 
might,  either  in  good  faith  or  to  excuse  him- 
self, have  sent  home  disquieting  news  to  his 
father.  Once  or  twice  he  even  thought  of 
L  2 
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going  back  to  Skagway  to  correct  such  a 
contingency,  but  he  refrained,  in  the  firm  con- 
viction that,  if  not  Hank  Devine,  someone 
would  have  gone  up  to  the  plateau  to  in- 
vestigate the  report  of  the  fight,  and  that 
his  note  saying  that  he  had  gone  on  would 
have  been  found.  Still,  the  possibility  of 
a  miscarriage  caused  him  a  good  many 
uneasy  qualms. 

In  first-rate  training  though  he  was,  the 
wielding  of  the  axe  in  that  moist,  steamy  air 
made  him  hot,  and  presently  he  unloosed  the 
band  of  his  rough  Norfolk  jacket  Trivial  as 
was  the  action,  it  did  not  escape  the  twinkling 
eyes  of  Jake,  who  from  that  moment  paid  a 
diminished  attention  to  his  stoking  and  cook- 
ing. The  absent  tenant  of  the  Clifford's  Inn 
cock-loft  seemed  to  take  quite  an  affectionate 
interest  in  the  stalwart  young  Englishman's 
labours,  and  soon  he  got  a  chance  to  show 
his  sympathy  in  a  practical  way. 

*•  Phew ! "  exclaimed  Dick,  after  a  dozen 
more  strokes  with  the  axe,  "  I  antM  have  to 
t/ake  my  coat  off  to  it  after  all.  It  doesn't 
much  matter;  I  am  wet  to  the  skin  as  it  is." 
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And  divesting  himself  of  his  jacket,  he 
tossed  it  aside. 

Jake  rose  instantly  and  went  and  picked 
the  dripping  garment  up. 

"You'd  better  let  me  dry  it  at  the  fire 
for  you,"  he  said.  "  I  dare  say  I  shan't  make 
much  of  a  job  of  it,  but  at  any  rate  it  won't 
get  any  wetter." 

"Thanks,  Baxter;  that  is  thoughtful  of 
you,"  said  Dick,  and  he  watched  his  com- 
panion fight  his  way  back  to  the  fire,  through 
the  mosquitoes,  with  a  friendly  smile.  He 
was  beginning,  almost  against  his  will,  to  like 
Hank  Devine's  substitute.  While  contriving 
to  do  all  the  lighter  share  of  the  work,  Jake 
had  been  so  uniformly  good-humoured  and 
obliging  in  small  matters  such  as  this,  that 
that  treacherous  push  of  his  to  the  trunk 
bridge  over  the  chasm  was  in  a  fair  way  to 
be  condoned. 

Jake  propped  the  coat  in  front  of  the 
fitful  fire,  and  Dick  resumed  his  work.  The 
unceasing  rain  plashed  down,  and  the  indus- 
trious Joey,  scarcely  visible  in  the  mist, 
plied  his  adze.    Lazily    stirred  by  the  dying 
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remnant  of  some  Pacific  storm  that  had 
managed  to  top  the  Chilkat  range,  the  waters 
of  the  lake  lapped  the  shore  at  the  lower  end 
of  the  clearing.  Jake  fed  the  fire  with  a  few  of 
Joey's  shavings,  stirred  the  pot  a  little,  and 
then  interested  himself  in  Dick's  work  agaia 

The  axe,  wielded  by  arms  which  had 
pulled  stroke  in  an  Oxford  eight,  made  good 
play,  and  the  wielder  was  far  too  absorbed  in 
the  widening  gap  in  the  trunk  to  have  eyes 
for  what  was  going  on  at  the  tire.  Having 
assured  himself  of  this  Jake  began  to  be 
very  solicitous  that  the  coat  should  have  the 
full  benefit  of  the  meagre  fire.  He  stooped 
over  it  and  rearranged  it,  and  in  so  doing  it 
was  but  natural  that  his  fingers  should  busy 
themselves  in  the  region  of  the  pockets.  Per- 
haps the  sodden  garment  was  not  drying 
quickly  enough  to  please  him,  for  a  shade  of 
disappointment  flitted  over  his  broad  features 
as  he  gave  a  final  touch  to  its  folds. 

While  enf^aged  on  this  act  of  benevolence 
his  eyes  wandered  incessantly  from  the  coat 
to  Dick  and  back  again,  so  that  he  failed  to 
observe     the     approach     of    a    stranger — a 
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stranger  who,  perceiving  his  occupation,  had 
halted  involuntarily  some  twenty  paces  off  on 
his  wav  up  from  the  lake  shore.  A  student 
of  character  would  have  been  puzzled  to 
account  for  the  expression  on  the  new-comer's 
face  as  he  stood  and  watched  the  manoeuvres 
at  the  fire.  It  was  as  though  Jake  Mursell's 
manipulation  of  the  old  Norfolk  jacket  re- 
called to  the  mind  of  the  watcher  an 
unpleasant  memory,  which  affected  him  more 
than  the  scene  he  was  actuall/  regarding. 

Not  till  Jake  had  betaken  himself  to  the 
cooking-pot  oner  more  did  the  silent  observer 
move  forward,  and  then  it  was  not  to  the 
tender  of  the  fire  that  he  made  his  way. 
Catching  sight  of  Dick  among  the  trees,  he 
crossed  the  glade  in  ten  seconds,  and,  coming 
up  from  behind,  grasped  the  handle  of  the 
axe  as  it  was  poising  for  a  stroke.  Dick 
faced  round,  stared,  and  then  seized  the  prac- 
tical joker  by  the  hand. 

"What!  Fenton,  old  man!"  he  gasped, 
wondering  if  this  roughly-clad,  unkempt 
apparition  could  really  be  the  once  spick-and- 
span  chum  of  his  undergraduate  days. 
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"  Fenton  Gartside—  ooyagewr,  Indian  trader, 
and  concentrated  essence  of  Mayne  Reid  and 
Fenimore  Cooper's  heroes — very  much  at 
your  service,"  was  the  reply.  "Seriously, 
though,  Dick,  you  have  been  a  deuce  of  a 
while  on  the  way.  I  have  been  keeping  an 
open  eye  for  you  on  the  Yukon,  Pelly,  and 
Lewis  rivers  any  time  this  six  months." 

For  a  moment  Dick's  mystification  was 
complete,  and  then  the  truth  broke  in  upon 
him. 

"You  are  the  Englishman  who  helped  to 
bring  Ned  Shrimpton  out  of  the  country? 
Ned  told  you  that  he  knew  me  ? "  he  said. 

"Shrimpton — the  White  Ghost  he  was 
called  up  yonder — told  someone  who  told  me 
that  he  was  interested  in  you,"  replied  Gart- 
side.   "The  poor  chap  is  dead,  eh?" 

"He  is  dead,  and  he  left  me  the  legacy  of 
the  secret  which  brings  me  here.  Perhaps 
you  know  it?"  said  Dick,  looking  at  Gartside 
with  a  mistrust  which  he  could  not  wholly 
hide  as  he  remembered  Hank  Devine's  story 
of  the  Englishman  who  had  bragged  in  his 
cups  of  the  millions  at  his  disposal. 
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Gartside  flushed  slightly  as  he  noted  his 
old  friend's  look,  and  shifted  his  eyes  uneasily 
to  the  squatting  figure  by  the  fire.  Jake  was 
stirring  the  pot-au-fev,  sedulously,  but 
nothing  had  escaped  him  since  he  had  seen 
the  unknown  stranger  cross  the  glade  and 
arrest  Dick's  axe.  Jake  was  watching  and 
waiting  with  straining  ears,  but  Gartside 
lowered  his  voice  as  he  replied — 

"  I  know  that  he  cache'd  a  pile  of  gold ;  I 
don't  know  the  place,  though.  Is  that  chap 
a  pal?"  he  added,  with  a  jerk  of  his  finger 
towards  the  fire. 

"  I  hope  so,"  said  Dick.  "  He  is  going  up 
to  the  Yukon  with  me,  anyway,  for  want  of 
a  better.  I  didn't  take  to  him  at  first,  but 
he  stood  by  me  in  some  trouble  I  had  with 
the  toughs  of  Skagv^ay,  and  last  night  I  told 
him  what  I  had  come  out  for." 

"  You  didn't  give  him  the  particulars  of 
Shrimpton's  cachet,  surely?"  said  Gartside 
rather  anxiously. 

"  No,  indeed ;  I  wouldn't  tempt  my  best 
friend  with  that  knowledge,"  replied  Dick, 
scanning  Gartside's  mobile  face  closely.    "  And 
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now,  Fenton,  old  chap,  as  you  know  as  much 
of  my  project  as  I  do  myself,  say  how  it 
goes  with  you.  You  are  the  last  man  in 
the  world  whom  I  should  have  expected  to 
find  in  these  wilds,  and  alone." 

'*  I  am  not  alone,"  said  Gartside.  "  See, 
here  come  my  good  friends.  Blue  Light- 
ning and  Star  Eyes." 

And  pointing  down  the  glade  towards 
the  lake  shore  he  drew  Dick's  attention  to 
the  advancing  forms  of  the  old  chief  and  his 
daughter.  It  being  summer.  Star  Eyes  had 
discarded  her  furs  for  a  tunic  of  beautifully- 
dressed  doe-skin,  and  her  glossy  black  hair 
was  crowned  with  a  chaplet  of  eagle  plumes ; 
her  only  tribute  to  civilisation  being  the 
short  skirt  of  rough  blue  serge  which 
covered  her  lower  limbs. 

"  Your  wife  ?  "  asked  Dick. 

"She  would  be,  but  I  am  n:^t  good 
enough,"  returned  Gartside  with  a  tinge  of 
bitterness ;  and  as  the  Indians  were  still  some 
way  oft',  he  proceeded  briefly  to  say  how  he 
had  left  England  a  broken  man,  and,  after 
many  wanderings  in  the  frontier  towns  of  the 
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North-West,  had  allied  himself  to  Blue 
Lightning,  who,  formerly  a  warrior,  had  lived 
as  a  hunter  and  fisherman  since  the  dispersal 
of  his  tribe  in  one  of   the  American  border 

wars. 

"The     life     of     the    wilderness     has    a 
fascination  for  me ;    it  is  safer  for  one  of  my 
temperament,"  he    added  with  a  sharp    little 
laugh.    "I  didn't   know  Blue  Lightning   had 
a  daughter  when    I    chummed    in  with   him 
first,  or  I  might  have  jibbed  at  the  prospect 
of  a  lady  m  the  show.    Then  this  girl  turned 
up    from    the    Red    River    Mission— quixotic 
idea  of  converting  the  old    man,   you    see— 
and  I  tumbled  head  over  ears  after  a  week. 
But  she  won't  have  anything  of  that  sort  to 
say  to  a  precious  bad  lot  like  me.    Star  Eyes, 
Blue  Lightning,"  he  added,  as  the  pair  drew 
near,  "  this  is  Mr.  Osborne,  going  down  river 
after  the  White  Ghost's  cachet" 

Blue  Lightning  merely  grunted,  casting 
unabashed  glances  at  the  pot  which  the 
watchful  Jake  was  stirring,  but  Star  Eyes 
extended  her  hand  frankly.  Yet  there  was 
a  troubled  look  in  her  eyes,  and  she  seemed 
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to  Dick  to  be  searching  Gartside's  face  for 
some  emotion  which  she  did  not  find. 

"There  is  hard  work  before  you — if  you 
do  not  know  our  rivers.  Are  you  not  afraid 
of  the  Rapids,  the  Miles  Canyon,  and  the 
White  Horse  ? "  she  said  with  a  faint  smile 
that  increased  Dick's  impression  of  her 
uneasiness. 

What  could  be  the  mystery  that  kept  his 
once  familiar  friend  from  looking  him 
squarely  in  the  face,  and  that  made  this 
beautiful  anomaly  regard  her  white  lover 
with  questioning  anxiety  ? 

Dick  disclaimed  any  dread  of  the  Rapids, 
and  pointed  out  the  industrious  Joey — who 
had  stoically  ignored  the  presence  of  the 
new  arrivals — as  his  pilot.  For  the  first  time 
Blue  Lightning  put  himself  in  evidence  with  a 
low  guttural  laugh. 

"  What  are  you  chuckling  at,  old  un  ? " 
said  Gartside,  recovering  something  of  his  old 
manner  now  that  attention  was  withdrawn 
from  himself. 

"Him  Si  wash  Injun — coast  feller,  no  use 
for  Rapids.    Swamp  um  boat — all  go  drown," 
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was  Blue  Lightning's  contemptuous  summary 
of  Dick's  most  useful  aide-de-camp. 

"We  must  take  our  chance  of  that.  I 
am  not  exactb-  a  fool  in  a  boat  myself," 
said  Dick,  wondering  what  the  quick 
telegraph  which  he  intercepted  between  Gart- 
side  and  Star  Eyes  meant 

It  was  only  a  gLnce  which,  after  catching 
her  lover's  eye,  the  girl  shot  from  herself  to 
her  father,  and  thence  vaguely  to  the  lake— 
anywhere  in  the  far  north— but  it  was 
answered  by  an  almost  imperceptible  motion 
of  Gartside's  head.  Still  Jake  watched 
unceasingly  from  the  fire,  and  he  chose  this 
point  to  send  his  cheery  tones  ringing  across 

the  glade. 

"Grub's  ready,  Mr.  Osborne,"  he  sang  out. 
"  Plenty  for  all,  if  those  are  friends  of  yours." 

As  a  matter  of  course,  the  invitation  was 
given  and  accepted;  and,  as  the  downpour  had 
now  ceased,  the  party  was  able  to  do  justice 
to  the  meal  ux  some  degree  of  comfort.  Jake 
was  all  facetious  eagerness  that  the  strangers 
should  praise  his  cooking,  and  showed 
neither  by  word  nor  sign  that  he  had  already 
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"  placed "  Gartside  as  the  drunken  English- 
man, of  whose  confirmation  of  the  genuineness 
of  their  quest  to  Hank  Devine  Dick  had 
informed  him  when  more  fully  confiding  the 
nature  of  their  enterprise. 

For  some  time  the  talk  ran  on  the  reason 
for  the  presence  of  the  strangely  assorted 
trio  on  the  Taku  Lake.  It  seemed  that 
having  lost  a  box  of  ammunition  overboard, 
they  had  run  shore  of  cartridges,  and  were 
on  their  way  back  to  Skagway  to  replenish 
their  stock.  They  had  made  the  passage  of 
the  lakes  in  a  light  canoe,  portaging  past  the 
Rapids,  and  had  left  their  heavy  scow  at  the 
junction  of  the  Lewis  and  Pelly  rivers. 

"  It  is  a  pity  you  were  not  a  week  earlier," 
said  Dick,  thinking  of  the  scorn  in  which 
poor  Joey  was  held  by  these  river  folk.  "We 
might  have  all  gone  down  stream  together, 
and  I  could  have  availed  myself  of  your  ex- 
perience. As  it  is,  I  have  half  a  mind  to 
wait  till  you  have  been  to  Skagway  and 
returned." 

"That  would  make  us  rather  late.  You 
must  remember  that  we  must  be  clear  of  the 
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country  before  winter  sets  in,"  said  Jake,  so 
hastily  that  Gartside  fell  to  studying  him 
closely. 

There  was  somet^-ief  incongruous  in  this 
fat,  pre-eminently  "  hoft "  man,  who  was 
evidently  the  dro  o  of  the  party,  wanting 
to  dispense  with  skillel  assistance  when  the 
chance  occurred  Slir  Eyes  also  turned  her 
large  black  orbs  on  "Mr.  Baxter"  inquiringly. 
So  far  she  had  been  shyly  observant,  but 
now  she  spoke  in  a  low,  earnest  voice  that 
made  Jake  in  turn  eye  her  askance. 

"You  had  better  let  us  guide  you,  Mr. 
Osborne,"  she  said.  "Those  rapids  are  ter- 
rible, but  my  father  will  take  you  through 
safely.  There  is  no  more  clever  boatman  on 
the  rivers.  You  have  plenty  of  Winchester 
cartridges  in  your  outfit?  Good!  Then  you 
could  lend  us  some  instead  of  our  going  to 

Skagway,  only "  and  she  paused  and  looked 

irresolutely  at  Gartside. 

"Only  there  wouldn't  be  room  in  your 
canoe  for  all  of  us,"  said  Dick,  noticing  her 
look  and  possibly  misunderstanding  the  cause 
of  her  hesitation.     "Well,  that  is  easily  got 
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over.  Let  one  of  us  go  back — ^you,  Baxter, 
I  dare  say,  are  tired  already,  and  will  jump 
at  the  chance.  I  shall  be  only  too  glad  for 
someone  to  go  back,  so  that  my  people  in 
England  can  be  advised  of  my  safety  after 
that  scrimmage." 

But  Jake  failed  to  see  it  in  that  light 
at  all.  For  the  first  time  in  Dick's  short 
acquaintance  with  him  he  showed  visible 
agitation  by  breaking  out  into  perspiration 
and  mopping  his  broad  face. 

"  I  don't  think  that's  quite  fair,"  he  said, 
with  a  tremble  in  his  usually  unctuous  tones. 
"I  stood  by  you  on  the  Pass,  Mr.  Osborne, 
and  I'm  here  more  for  my  own  safety  from 
Red  Rube  than  gain,  but  having  come  so  far 
I  am  keen  to  do  a  bit  of  prospecting  up 
yonder — quite  apart  from  your  venture." 

"That  settles  it,  of  course,"  said  Dick. 
"We  will  go  on,  then,  and  do  the  best  we 
can  with  Joey." 

But  it  appeared  that  Star  Eyes  was  again 
ready  with  a  proposal.  This  resourceful 
maiden,  with  the  mLers  of  a  genU„.oman 
and  in  the  garb  of  a  savage,  was  beginning 
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to  impress  Dick  with  the  notion  that,  quietly 
and  firmly,  she  ruled  her  companions. 

"I  see  a  better  plan  than  that,"  she  said. 
"  Mr.  Gartside  can  go  over  the  Pass  into 
Skagway  and  write  a  letter  to  your  friends. 
Then  there  won't  be  any  waiting.  The  rest 
of  us  can  start  at  once  down  stream  in  our 
canoe." 

Gartside  regarded  the  speaker  with  such 
a  comical  expression  of  dismay  that  Dick 
remembered  it  some  time  afterwards  when 
striving  for  a  solution  to  his  old  friend's 
conduct.  For  the  present  he  took  it  as 
a  more  or  less  humorous  exaggeration — 
especially  as  the  next  moment  Gartside 
willingly,  almost  eagerly,  fell  in  with  the 
suggestion. 

"  Two  months  in  Skagway — it  will  mean 
that  at  least,  if  I  am  to  wait  your  return — 
is  no  great  catch,"  he  said.  "But  never 
mind !  I'll  do  that  little  lot  on  my  head,  as 
they  say  in  the  police-courts,  and  glad  to 
do  it,  old  Dick,  if  it  will  simplify  matters 
for  you.  I'll  start  in  an  hour,  and  as  I  have 
no  load  I  should  be  in  the  settlement  in  two 

M 


M, 


!      '! 


178 


SPECTRE  GOLD. 


.; 


I 


! 


f 


days — tossing  the  boys  for  drinks  in  Mother 
Mursell's,"  he  added  with  a  strangely  defiant 
look  at  Star  Eyes,  who  winced  at  the  allusion, 
but  made  no  comment. 

That  there  was  a  mystery  here,  to  which 
he  held  no  clue,  Dick  felt  a  growing  con- 
viction, but  as  his  journey  would  be  hurried 
on  by  the  new  arrangement,  Joey's  boat 
being  only  half  finished,  he  accepted  Gart- 
side's  offer,  and  thanked  him  for  it  in  a 
little  speech,  which,  he  could  not  disguise 
from  himself,  sounded  formal  The  motion, 
however,  was  not  to  be  carried  without  dis- 
sentients. Blue  Lightning,  who  had  eaten  to 
repletion  without  a  word,  and  was  now  smok- 
ing with  his  back  to  a  tree,  said  suddenly ; 

"You  no  play  'possum,  you  Gar'side? 
You  no  go  'cross  big  water  to  England  and 
no  come  back  ? " 

"  Never  fear,  old  gentleman,"  was  the  re- 
assuring reply.  "You'll  find  me  in  Skagway 
safe  enough  when  you've  made  the  trip. 
I'm  too  fond  ol  you  to  give  you  the  slip 
like  that." 

And  presently   Jake   showed   himself  not 
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altogether  pleased  with  the  new  arrangement. 
Taking  advantage  of  a  conference  that  Star 
Eyes  was  holding  with  her  would-be  lover 
he  drew  Dick  aside. 

"Is  this  quite  wise,  Mr.  Osborne?"  he 
said  with  a  deprecating  glance  at  the  pair. 
"  Your  friend  is  all  right,  no  doubt  —  he 
seems  to  be  acting  quite  the  gentleman — but 
we  don't  know  much  about  these  Indians, 
do  we?" 

"  Well,  for  the  matter  of  that,  I  know 
pretty  nearly  as  much  of  them  as  I  do  of 
you,  or  of  Joey,"  replied  Dick  decisivelj'. 
"  Anyway,  they  are  going  to  guide  us,  so 
there  is  no  need  to  debate  the  question." 

Jake  retired  with  the  virtuous  air  of  a 
man  who  has  met  with  a  rebuff  in  trying 
to  do  his  duty,  and  the  revised  programme 
encountered  no  further  opposition.  Time 
being  of  paramount  value,  with  winter  getting 
ready  to  swoop  from  its  northern  fastnesses, 
it  was  decided  to  take  advantage  of  the 
remaining  hours  of  daylight.  Dick's  outfit 
was  carried  down  to  the  shore  to  be  packed 
in  Blue  Lightning's  canoe;  Joey  regretfully 
M  2 


m 

■'  I 

'it 
'}it 

m 


180 


SPECTRE  GOLD. 


\ 


abandoned  his  half-built  boat;  and  Gartside, 
after  shaking  hands  all  round,  struck  out  of 
the  glade  on  his  solitary  tramp  towards  the 
Pass.  Dick  was  more  and  more  puzzled  by 
his  old  friend's  manner.  He  seemed  to  have 
dropped  the  nervous  shyness  that  had  marked 
their  first  meeting,  and  his  farewells  were 
flippant. 

"He  can't  care  much  for  the  girl,  or  he 
would  not  be  in  such  a  hurry  to  leave  her," 
Dick  thought,  as  he  glanced  sympathetically 
at  Star  Eyes,  who,  statuesque  and  silent, 
watched  Gartside's  slight  form  receding 
amidst   the   trees. 

But  Jake  Mursell  was  not  satisfied  with 
the  handshake  and  the  advice  "  not  to  work 
too  hard"  which  Gartside  had  accorded  him. 
While  the  rest  were  busy  stowing  the  outfit 
in  the  canoe,  he  muttered  something  about 
his  "dear  old  mother's  knife"  and  sped  back 
to  the  camping  ground — thence  through  the 
belt  of  spruces,  and  overtook  the  solitary 
traveller. 

"  Say ! "  he  panted,  affecting  unnatural 
Americanisms;    "I   jest    come  after   to  warn 
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you.  He's  the  softest  kind  of  tender- 
foot, your  friend  Osborne,  and  I'll  bet  he 
forgot  it.  Don't  you  go  for  to  let  on  to  « 
living  man  in  Skagway  that  you've  met  him 
above  ground  or  there'll  be  trouble.  There's 
a  sight  of  Red  Rube's  pals  left  there,  and 
mebbe  Rube  himself  has  crawled  home. 
They're  the  sort  to  follow  us  and  get  square 
—see?" 

"Yes,"  said  Gartside,  measuring  him  with 
a  critical  eye ;  "  I've  been  out  here  a  year 
or  two,  and  I  don't  think  I'm  likely  to  make 
the  mistake  of  blabbing.  It  was  wise  of  you 
to  post  me,  though.      Anything  else?" 

"  N-no,  I  guess  not,"  returned  Jake,  making 
as  though  to  hurry  back  to  the  canoe,  and 
then  checking  himself,  and  adding  when  he 
had  retreated  a  few  steps: 

"He  wouldn't  ever  ask  you — for  old 
acquaintance,  mebbe;  but,  say,  Mister — ^you've 
been  up  yonder;  it  would  save  a  heap  of 
trouble.  We're  on  a  blind  trail,  ain't  we? 
That  cachet  has  been  cleaned  out  already?" 

Gartside's  usually  quizzical  eyes  blazed  into 
quick   anger.      "Not   by    me,    if   that's    what 
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you  mean  to  hint/'  he  flung  back.  "  I've  more 
than  a  mind  to  drop  you,  you  fat  beast,  for 
suggesting  such  a  thing."  And  then  with  a 
jeering  laugh  he  put  up  the  revolver  which 
he  had  half  drawn,  for  Jake  had  turned  tail 
and  was  speeding  for  the  lake  shore. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

THE  WHITE  ghost's   CACHET. 

Throughout  the  voyage  over  the  confluent 
lakes  and  streams  which,  finally  unitmg  at  the 
fork  of  the  Lewis  and  Felly  rivers,  constitute 
the  headwaters  of  the  Yukon,  the  cause  of 
the  greatest  wonder  to  Dick  was  Blue  Light- 
ning's dignity.  It  prevailed,  no  matter  what 
attitude  of  body  or  perplexity  of  mind  the 
immediate  situation  demanded.  In  the  mad 
whirl  between  the  rocky  walls  of  the  Miles 
River  Canyon,  and  amid  the  seething  tur- 
moil of  White  Horse  Rapids,  the  chief's 
stoical  calm  never  failed  him;  and  Dick 
valued  the  quality  the  more  because  every 
mile  of  the  journey  proved  that  he  could  not 
have  done  without  it.  At  the  most  critical 
junctures    his    own    poor    Si  wash — Joey    the 
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indefatigable — vas  quaking  with  fear  at  the 
bottom  of  the  canoe. 

And  now,  three  weeks  after  leaving  the 
shores  of  the  Taku  Lake,  when  the  light 
canoe  had  five  days  previously  been  discarded 
for  the  roofed  scow.  Blue  Lightning  was  more 
dignified  than  ever.  In  the  larger  vessel  and 
on  the  broader  bosom  of  the  main  stream, 
there  was  greater  scope  for  Joey's  labour, 
properly  supervised.  The  ex-warrior  contrived 
to  get  the  best  part  of  the  work  out  of 
"the  Siwash  feller,"  contenting  himself  with 
keeping  a  watchful  eye  and  an  ever-ready 
pole  for  the  more  dangerous  rocks  and 
currents. 

So  it  was  that  on  a  certain  morning  when 
the  scow  was  floating  down  stream  at  a  steady 
twelve  miles  an  hour.  Blue  Lightning  waved 
the  humbler  red  man  aside  and  took  sole 
charge  of  the  navigation.  Recently  their 
course  had  lain  between  terraced  banks  of 
conifers,  but  now  on  the  right  the  shore 
flattened  out  and  vegetation  ceased,  the  con- 
figuration of  the  ground  suggesting  the 
dwindling  apex  of  a  watershed.     And    so    it 
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proved,  for  with  a  few  skilful  twirls  with 
his  pole  Blue  Lightning  brought  the  scow 
under  the  bank  fifty  yards  above  the  con- 
fluence of  the  Yukon  with  a  smaller  river 
which  he  had  indicated  with  one  of  his  stately 
gestures  to  Dick. 

"That  Kla.idyke"  he  said  gravely,  little 
guessing  with  all  his  air  of  impenetrable 
wisdom  that  those  two  words  in  less  than 
a  twelvemonth  would  sum  up  the  earthly  goal 
of  a  mighty  multitude. 

Dick,  who  had  been  leaning  against  the 
thatched  superstructure  smoking  with  Jake 
Mursell,  sprang  forward  eagerly.  Jake's 
geniidity  and  good  humour  had  tarnished 
somehow  under  the  stress  of  the  voyage,  and 
he  had  not  been  such  good  company  of  late, 
but  he  appeared  to  wake  up  at  the  sight  of 
his  companion's  enthusiasm  and  stuck  closely 
to  him. 

"The  Klondyke!"  he  said.  "So  this  is 
the  locality  you  have  been  keeping  so  dark! 
What  is  it — a  mountain,  or  a  river,  or  a 
blessed  mirage?  Not  that  it  matters  much 
to  me.      I  can  find    that    I  wasn't  built  for 
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wear-and-tear,  and  all  the  gold  in  creation 
wouldn't  tempt  me  to  use  this  desert  a  day 
after  you've  done  with  it" 

Star  Eyes,  either  attracted  by  their  voices 
or  by  the  stopping  of  the  boat,  had  come  out 
of  the  deck-house,  and  stood  watching  the 
two  white  men  as  they  joined  her  father. 
Daily  winning  Dick's  admiration  by  her 
courage  during  the  perilous  passage  of  the 
Rapids  and  the  rock-studded  stream,  the  girl 
had,  nevertheless,  been  taciturn  and  uncom- 
municative, especially  on  all  matters  relating 
to  Gartside.  She  had  shown,  indeed,  more 
inclination  towards  the  "  Mr.  Baxter "  of  the 
party,  favouring  that  worthy  with  the  best 
-blankets  and  studying  his  tastes  in  the  simple 
cuisine  that  was  alone  possible  on  the  scow. 
This  preference  was  the  more  marked  because 
Jake  treated  her  and  her  father  with  undis- 
guised dislike,  and  privately  to  Dick  professed 
to  regard  them  both  with  suspicion. 

"  We  shall  have  to  watch  those  copper- 
coloured  beggars,  Mr.  Osborne,  when  we  come 
to  the  neighbourhood  of  the  cachet,"  he  had 
said  more  than  once  during  the  voyage.    "They 
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look  to  me  to  be  capable  of  lifting  the  plunder 
and  leaving  us  in  the  lurch." 

Though  Dick  did  not  share  this  view,  Gart- 
side's  manner  had  imbued  him  with  a  certain 
vague  uneasiness  which  could  only  be  allayed 
by  finding  Shrimptou's  hoard  intact.  Hence 
Blue  Lightning's  announcement  that  the  region 
of  the  ccwhet  had  been  reached  kindled  him 
into  unguarded  enthusiasm. 

"Yes,  the  Klondyke  is  the  river  my  in- 
structions told  me  to  make  for,"  he  cried  in 
answer  to  Jake's  question.  "We  shall  know 
the  best,  or  the  worst,  now  in  a  few  hours. 
I  have  a  plan,  with  compass  bearings,  that 
ought  to  lead  me  straight  to  the  place,  and  I 
shall  have  to  consult  it  before  we  decide  on 
the  next  step." 

Now  this  was  the  first  allusion  that  Dick 
had  made  in  Jake's  presence,  so  far  as  ho 
knew,  to  the  possession  of  a  plaa  To  Blue 
Lightning,  as  navigator,  he  had  necessarily 
named  the  Klondyke  broadly  as  their  des- 
tination, with  an  injunction  to  that  silent 
Indian,  rigidly  observed,  to  keep  his  own 
counsel.      Without  actually  mistrusting   Jake, 
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he  had  thought  it  wiser  to  preserve  him  from 
temptation  by  concealing  the  existence  of  the 
plan,  and  therefore  he  regretted  his  present 
revelation  the  moment  it  was  beyond  his  lips. 

"That's  good  hearing — that  you've  got  a 
pocket  guide-book  of  the  locality/'  said  Jake 
carelessly.  "It  ought  to  shorten  the  trip  and 
get  us  back  to  civilisation  sooner 

All  this  time  Blue  Lightnu.^^  had  been 
keeping  the  scow  with  her  broad  bow  butted 
into  the  bank,  but  the  Yukon  runs  like  a  mill- 
race,  and  the  stream  was  tugging  and  tearing 
at  her  stern  with  a  violence  that  threatened 
to  send  her  whirling  off  shore.  Though  the 
old  man  waited  impassively  for  instructions, 
the  sinews  straining  in  his  bronzed  arms  as 
he  threw  all  his  weight  on  the  pole  were 
eloquent  for  the  necessity  for  instant  decision. 
Star  Eyes  flashed  a  keen  understanding  of 
Dick's  dilemma  from  her  place  in  the  doorway, 
but  spoke  no  word. 

In  the  meantime  Dick  was  thinking  rapidly. 
After  all,  the  main  object  of  his  secrecy  had, 
he  reflected,  been  attained.  From  his  previous 
study    of    the    plan    he    knew   that    he    was 
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within  a  dozen  miles  of  Shrimpton's  cachet, 
and  that  all  he  desired  was  to  come  to  it 
without  risk  of  any  of  the  party  breaking 
away  and  forestalling  him.  There  was  now, 
he  argued,  in  the  short  interval  of  time  and 
space  that  lay  between  him  and  his  promised 
land,  no  further  danger  of  such  bad  faith  being 
successful,  even  if  attempted,  and  he  decided 
to  produce  and  consul,  the  plan. 

He  had  kept  it  for  greater  security  in  its 
original  casing  of  deer-skin,  fastened  round  his 
neck  tmder  his  clothes,  so  that  it  never  left 
his  person,  waking  or  sleeping.  Even  in  that 
society — of  three  Indians  and  a  casual  white 
acquaintance  —  he  felt  what  Vick  Mursell 
would  have  called  "real  mean"  in  having  to 
own  thus  publicly  to  the  distrust  which  his 
concealment  implied,  but  there  was  no  help 
for  it.  Plunging  his  hand  beneath  his  vest 
he  brought  out  the  package  which  ho  had 
last  examined  at  "Mother  Mursell's"  at 
Skagway,  and  unfolded  the  covering. 

The  contents  proved  to  be  nothing  but  a 
piece  of  blank  cardboard  of  the  exact  size 
and  shape  of  the  cabinet  photograph  on  the 
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hack  of  which  Ned  Shrimpton's  rough  but 
effective  plan  had  been  drawn. 

Men  express  themselves  in  different  ways 
when  placed  in  a  tight  comer.  It  is  a  matter 
of  health  and  temperament.  Some  swear ; 
some  weep;  and  some  sulk.  Dick  Osborne 
simply  burst  into  laughter,  in  which  there 
was  no  tinge  of  hysteria,  at  the  thought  that 
he  had  endured  so  much  and  won  so  close 
to    his    goal    only  to    lose  the  prize  at    last. 

But  his  merriment  was  short-lived,  as  there 
followed  the  quick  inrush  of  appreciation  of 
what  his  loss  meant  to  him.  Had  it  been 
merely  material  he  might  have  laughed  on, 
but  the  gold  which  was  now  beyond  his  power 
meant  Beryl  Asquith,  and  the  thought  sobered 
him.  Without  disclosing  his  discovery  he 
postponed  speculation  and  flung  himself  into 
present  requirements,  the  chief  of  which  was 
to  relic'e  the  tension  on  Blue  Lightning's 
brawny  arms. 

"  We  must  land  hereabouts,"  he  said  curtly, 
for  he  did  not  know  whether  the  thief  was 
among  his  hearers.  "Which  m  best.  Blue 
Lightning  —  to  pull    her  round  and  punt  up 
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the  Klondyke,  or  moor  her  here  to  the  bank 
of  the  big  river?" 

"No  place  stay  here — water  too  strong," 
was  the  reply.  "Up  Klondyke  plenty  creek. 
Me  go  ? " 

Dick  nodded  assent,  and  for  the  next  three 
hours  had  little  chance  to  review  the  situation. 
Yielded  once  more  to  the  mastering  current, 
the  clumsy  vesael  plunged  onward  to  the  con- 
fluence with  the  smaller  river,  to  stem  the 
torrent  of  which  up  stream  it  took  the  united 
efforts  of  the  chief,  of  Joey,  and  of  Dick 
himself.  At  length,  some  five  miles  below  the 
creek  known  as  "  Bonanza,"  they  came  to  an 
indent  in  the  bank  which  offered  a  safe  haven 
for  the  scow ;  the  outfit  was  carried  ashore ; 
and  Dick  was  again  confronted  with  the 
problem  of  whether  to  confess  at  once  the 
failure  of  the  expedition.  One  thing  he  was 
very  certain  of — he  would  take  good  care  that 
none  of  his  companions  left  his  sight  so  long 
as  they  were  in  that  district.  If  he  had  to 
return  empty-handed,  every  man  and  woman 
of  the  party  should  return  as  empty-handed 
as  he. 
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It  was  Jake  Mursell  who,  wijtingly  or 
otherwise,  brought  matters  to  a  crisis  and 
spoke  the  word  which  forced  Dick  to  state  his 
position.  Since  that  wild  burst  of  laughter  an 
atmosphere  of  electrical  tension  seemed  to 
have  gripped  the  whole  party ;  hardly  a  word 
had  been  spoken;  and  mutual  distrust  was  on 
every  face  but  that  of  Jake,  who  had  assumed 
a  demeanour  of  benevolent  surprise  at  the 
moodiness  of  his  companions.  As  usual,  he 
had  shirked  the  hard  work  of  the  punt 
poles  coming  up  stream,  but  now  he  busied 
himself  in  the  milder  labour  of  collecting 
drift-wood  for  a  fire. 

"What's  the  good  of  doing  that?"  blurted 
out  Dick,  irritably  suspicious  now  of  every 
motive.  "  Who  said  we  were  going  to  camp 
here  ? " 

"  Well,  I  surmised  as  much — after  all  that 
toil,"  returned  Jake  pleasantly.  "  You  see,  I 
am  not  in  your  confidence  as  to  the  location 
of  the  Eldorado.  Mayhap  it  is  near  enough 
for  us  to  be  pushing  on  to  it  to-day?" 

Dick  hurled  out  a  mighty  oath  in  which 
all  the  pent-up  wrath  of  the  last  few  hours 
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found  vent.  "I  have  been  robbed,"  he  added 
in  explanation,  "robbed  of  the  plan  by  which 
alone  I  can  find  the  place.  I  had  it  at  Skag- 
way;  I  don't  accuse  anyone  here;  but  this  I 
know — that  none  of  us  will  part  company  for 
five  minutes  so  long  as  we  are  on  the  Klon- 
dyke.  It  is  a  forlorn  hope,  but  I  propose  to 
stay  and  grub  about  these  parts  on  the  ofF- 
chance  of  hitting  the  spot." 

After  the  manner  of  their  race,  the  Indians 
had  taken  the  first  opportunity  of  squatting  on 
the  ground,  the  father  and  daughter  a  little 
apart  from  Joey  the  carrier.  The  latter,  with  the 
less  phlegmatic  temperament  of  the  coast-wise 
aboriginal,  grinned  at  the  raised  voices  of  tho 
palefaces,  anticipating  the  pleasure  of  seeing  a 
fight.  Blue  Lightning  smoked  on  with  un- 
ruffled dignity,  but  under  his  blanket  his  right 
hand  gave  a  loosening  twitch  to  the  knife  in 
his  belt,  and  his  grim  visage  was  frozen  into 
an  alertness  that  was  more  for  Jake  Mursell 
than  for  Dick.  Star  Eyes  rose  slowly  to  her 
feet  and  came  forward. 

"  I  am  sorry  that  you  have  been  robbed, 
Mr.  Osborne,"  she  said.  "  It  must  make  you 
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think  that  we  who  have  come  with  you  are 
bad  people — or  some  of  us.  But  I  can  restore 
to  you  the  map  of  the  gold  cachet — not 
indeed  the  one  made  by  the  White  Ghost, 
which  has  been  stolen,  but  a  copy  of  it 
which  was  drawn  by  Mr.  Gartside  while  that 
poor  man  lay  sick  in  our  scow." 

And  thrusting  her  hand  into  her  bosom 
she  brought  forth  a  folded  paper  and  gave  it 
to  T^ick. 

For  a  moment  the  reaction  was  so  great 
that  he  had  no  thought  for  anything  but  the 
material  object  which  bade  fair  to  end  his 
trouble,  and  he  clutched  the  paper  eagerly, 
opening  it  and  pjrceiving  from  his  recollection 
of  the  original  that  it  was  likely  to  be  of 
service.  The  key  of  the  situation  was  a  bluff, 
visible  at  a  point  five  miles  up  the  E^ondyke, 
three  miles  due  north  from  the  left  bank. 
So  much  he  remembered,  but  the  information 
was  useless  without  the  compass  bearings  of 
certain  trees  on  the  summit,  and  two  imaginary 
lines  drawn  at  indicated  angles  for  giving  dis- 
tances from  the  last  of  the  trees  to  a  stone 
beneath  which  the  gold  was  hidden.    A  glance 
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showed  Dick  that  the  bearings,  angles,  and 
distances  were  pencilled  on  Gartside's  copy  with 
a  precision  that  spoke  for  their  correctness. 

Honestly  glad  that  the  beautiful  Indian  girl 
standing  modestly  before  him  had  acquitted 
herself  of  the  theft  by  producing  a  substitute 
of  the  stolen  plan,  Dick  was  beginning  to 
overwhelm  her  with  thanks  when  his  attention 
was  drawn  by  Jake  Mursell's  heavy  breathing. 
Turning  quickly,  he  saw  that  the  man's  face 
had  gone  purple,  and  that  he  had  every 
symptom  of  apoplexy. 

"What's  the  matter,  Baxter — are  you  ill?" 
said  Dick. 

With  an  eflfort  Jake  controlled  himself,  and, 
Hcking  his  dried  lips,  forced  himself  to  speech. 
"  I  might  weU  be,"  he  said  viciously.  "  Don't 
you  see  that  this  lays  me  open  to  the  sus- 
picion of  having  stolen  your  precious  plan — 
that  if  this  virtuous  pair  are  innocent,  it  must 
be  either  me  or  Joey  the  carrier?  It's  hard, 
I  reckon,  for  a  man  to  have  a  charge  like 
that  brought  against  him." 

"No  one  has  brought  any  charge  against 
you,"  repUed  Dick  rather  coldly,  for  he  quite 
N  2 
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felt  the  force  of  the  argument.  "  I'm  a  lawyer, 
you  must  remember,  and  I  shouldn't  dream 
of  making  an  accusation  as  unbacked  by  proof 
as  that  would  be." 

"That's  a  grudging  answer,"  said  Jake, 
turning  away  and  affecting  sulkiness,  though 
not  dissatisfied  with  the  ready  reason  that  his 
quick  wit  had  furnished  for  the  sudden  access 
of  rage. 

It  was  now  late  in  the  evening,  and  though 
in  those  northern  latitudes  the  short  summer 
is  marked  by  almost  continuous  daylight,  Dick 
decided  to  curb  his  impetuosity  and  let  tho 
party  rest  after  the  hard  work  up  stream. 
So  far  as  he  could  roughly  estimate  from  the 
plan,  Shrimpton's  hiding-place  would  be  found 
some  five  miles  or  so  from  where  they  were; 
and  allowing  for  the  rugged  aspect  of  the 
country  and  time  for  the  necessary  calcula- 
tions, they  should  be  able  to  reach  it  in  as 
many  hours  after  making  a  start. 

Naturally,  Dick  wondered  how  Gartside  had 
come  to  make  a  copy  of  the  plan,  but  Star  Eyes 
offered  no  explanation,  and  a  feeling  of  delicacy 
prevented  Dick  from  questioning  her.     With 


THE  WHITE  GHOST'S  CACHET.   197 


the  air  of  having  discharged  a  perfunctory  task 
she  relapsed  into  an  unsympathetic  silence, 
and  went  about  preparing  the  evening  meal  as 
though  the  occupation  were  a  relief  to  her.  On 
the  contrary,  Jake  had  apparently  recovered  his 
equanimity,  for  before  sitting  down  he  apologised 
for  his  outburst,  and  made  a  jest  at  his  own 
squeamishness.  He  did  not,  however,  remain 
long  at  the  camp  fire,  but  retired  to  the  scow 
to  sleep,  saying  that  he  was  tired,  Joey,  too, 
soon  curled  up  under  the  lee  of  a  rock  and 
slept. 

All  Dick's  latent  antipathy  to  Jake  having 
returned  tenfold,  he  felt  disinclined  to  spend  the 
hours  of  rest  in  his  vicinity,  so  he  lay  down  on 
the  bank,  covering  himself  with  his  blanket,  and 
first  taking  the  precaution  to  put  the  copy  of 
the  plan  in  one  of  his  boots. 

Blue  Lightning  and  Star  Eyes  also  showed 
a  prefarence  for  the  shore,  the  former  deftly 
building  a  shelter  for  his  daughter  with  skins 
which  he  brought  from  the  scow.  Throughout 
the  recent  excitement  the  chief  had  evinced  no 
emotion  or  curiosity,  but  when  he  came  to  select 
the  site  for  the  little  lodge  he  cast  a  crafty  eye 
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over  the  situation.  The  scow  was  moo^  oft  a 
miniature  gully,  in  which  they  had  camped, 
and  Blue  Lightning  pitched  his  daughter's  tent 
towards  the  narrowing  upper  end  of  it,  furthest 
from  the  shore,  so  that  in  a  strategic  sense 
the  shelter  commanded  the  exit  into  the  open 
country.  When  Star  Eyes  had  retired  to  tho 
interior  he  stretched  himself  across  the  entrance 
and,  save  for  the  hum  of  the  mosquitos  and 
the  snoring  of  Joey,  all  was  still 

Thus  an  hour  passed,  and  then  a  hlack 
shadow  sped  up  the  gully  from  the  river  in  the 
twilight — a  shadow  which  Blue  Lightning,  sitting 
up  alert  and  watchful  the  moment  it  had  flitted 
by,  recognised  as  t)te  "  Baxter  "  of  ine  expedition, 
heavily  laden.  The  Indian  stretched  out  his 
hand  and  touched  his  daughter's  foot. 

"Bad  man  gone  after  White  Ghost's  gold," 
he  whispered.  "  Take  all  um  things — ^make  big 
skedaddle.  Me  follow  and  kill,  or  wake  up 
White  Chief  Osborne?" 

"Do  nothing,  my  father,"  floated  back  the 
soft  reply.  "  And  say  nothing  in  the  morning. 
Baxter  will  return  on  his  own  tracks." 

And  while    the   camp  still  slumbered  the 
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prediction  was  verified,  for  Jake  stole  back  to 
the  scow,  still  heavily  laden,  and,  as  the  ever- 
wakeful  Blue  Lightning  perceived,  drawn  and 
haggard  of  countenance. 

Jake's  broad  face  still  showed  traces  of  a 
great  fatigue,  or  of  a  great  shock,  when  the 
camp  was  roused  by  Dick,  who,  after  the 
physical  labour  and  mental  agitation  of  the 
previous  day,  had  slept  a  good  deal  longer 
than  he  had  intended. 

Having  drawn  the  scow  further  into  the 
inlet,  the  party  started,  and  struck  into  a 
country  of  dreary  moss-covered  hummocks, 
alternated  with  clumps  of  spruce  firs,  till 
they  sighted  the  bluff.  It  was  not  a  steep 
climb  to  the  summit,  nor  was  the  hill  a 
lofty  one,  but  the  usually  light  springy  step 
of  Star  Eyes  lagged  somewhat  as  she  followed 
the  men  on  to  the  level  top. 

Then  Dick  busied  himself  with  his  com- 
pass and  the  copied  plan,  Jake  proffering 
superfluous  assistance,  till  the  last  of  the 
indicated  pine  trees  was  located  and  they  set 
themselves  to  measure  distances.  True  to  the 
forecast  of  the  paper  which  Dick  clutched  in 
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his  trembling  fingers,  the  measuring  tape  led 
him  to  a  flat  slag  of  rock. 

"  Here  you  are  I "  cried  Dick,  losing  control 
of  himself  in  the  mad  abandon  of  victory; 
"here  is  the  place!  Blessed  if  I  don't  give 
you  a  ten  thousand  pound  wedding-present, 
Miss  Star  Eyes,  when  you  marry  good  old 
Fenton  Gartside!" 

And  stooping  down  he  wrenched  up  the 
slag  of  rock,  disclosing  a  hollow  basin  in  the 
earth  that  had  been  plainly  scooped  by 
human  hands.  It  was  empty!  There  was 
room  in  the  vacuum  for  untold  gold,  but  the 
gold  was  not  there! 
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CHAPTER    XII. 

CROSS      CURRENTS. 

"Tide's  agin  her,  I  reckon." 

"  Her  ingines  want  ile,  mebbe." 

The     speakers    were    Vick    Mursell    and 
Hank  Devine,  who    from    the  rickety  tunber 
staging    of    the    wharf    were    watchmg    the 
approach  of  an  incoming  steamer.    The  vessel 
had    rounded    into    the    Skagway  river    from 
the  Lynn  Channel  half  an  hour  before,  and 
was   laboriously    churning     the    brown    flood- 
water     that     had     come     down     from    the 
mountains.     She  had  abeady  been  recognised 
as  the  obsolete  old  paddle-boat,  clumsy  as  a 
Dutch    gaUeon,    which    was     thought     good 
enough  to    carry  mails  and    passengers  from 
Seattle    and    Victoria    along     the    coast    to 
Juneau  and  the  ports  further  north. 
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Vick  Mursell  wore  her  arm  in  a  sling, 
though  over  seven  weeks  had  passed  since  her 
gallant  attempt  to  warn  her  lover  and  his 
English  patron  of  the  ambush  awaiting  them 
in  the  White  Pass.  Fever  had  followed  as 
a  result  of  the  wound,  and,  in  the  absence  of 
proper  medical  attention,  Yick  had  had  a 
bad  illness,  from  which  she  was  even  now 
barely  convalescent.  The  "pianner"  was  still 
silent  at  Mother  Mursell's  saloon,  though  the 
fair  performer  hoped  soon  to  "oblige"  again. 

Unable  to  tear  himself  away  while  his 
sweetheart  was  ill,  Hank  had  lingered  at 
Skagway,  and  watched  vainly  for  survivors  of 
that  unseen  tragedy  on  the  plateaa  But 
neither  of  Dick  liC  •  Joey  nor  of  Red  Rube 
and  his  "  tough -i "  had  any  news  come  down 
to  the  township,  and  the  affair  had  long  since 
ceased  to  be  a  nine  days'  wonder.  "Mr. 
Baxter's"  implication  in  it  was  not  known 
to  Hank  or  to  the  public,  and  his  disappear- 
ance from  a  community  among  whom  he 
had  only  spent  three  days  had  hardly 
occasioned  comment.  It  was  the  general  belief 
that  he  had  gone  to  his  salmon-fishery.    Only 
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in  the  silence  of  the  night,  after  the  cus- 
tomers had  cleared  out,  did  his  absence 
excite  speculation  at  Mursell's  Hotel,  and 
then  the  grim  proprietress  always  reassured 
her  daughter's  sisterly  anxieties. 

"Don't  you  forgit  it!  Jake  ain't  the  boy 
to  git  left,"  Mother  Mursell  would  say.  "He's 
come  out  on  top  somewheres,  I'll  bet." 

For  the  moment,  however,  Vick's  sympathies 
and  surmises  were  not  for  her  absent  brother, 
as  she  sat  on  a  capstan  at  the  edge  of  the 
wharf,  nursing  her  wounded  arm  and  a  certain 
pet  theory  that  had  entered  into  her  souL 

"There  ain't  no  manner  of  doubt,  as  I'm 
allowin',  that  this  yere  boat  might  be  bringing 
an  answer  to  your  letter?"  she  said  to  the 
young  miner  lounging  at  her  side. 

"  That's  how  I  figger  it  out,"  Hank  assented. 
"Three  weeks  to  England,  three  weeks  on  the 
back  track,  and  a  week  throwed  in  for  writing 
and  mailing  the  letter.  There's  time  for  it  to 
reach,  if  so  be  as  anyone's  writ." 

"And  if  there's  time  for  a  letter  to  reaoh, 
there's  time  for  people,"  said  Vick  decisively. 
"In  my  jedgment.  Hank,  when  that  wheezy 
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old  tea-kettle  bumps  the  wharf,  we  shall  see 
some  real  high-toned  lords  scoot  out  of  her. 
That  pore  young  feller's  friends  is  sure  to 
come  after  him.  They'll  be  wanting  him  for 
the  family  morseleeyum.  There  was  a  family 
morseleeyum — all  shiny  marble — in  the  novel 
I  was  reading  when  I  lay  sick." 

"But  there  ain't  nothin'  to  bury,"  said 
Hank  reflectively;  "and  if  there  was,  I  guess 
they'd  write  for  the  remains  to  be  expressed 
over.  Besides,  don't  you  make  any  mistake, 
Vick,  my  girl.  That  Osborne  was  a  feller  to 
be  relied  on,  and  he  took  his  solemn  oath 
he  was  no  lord.  The  name  he  give  me  to 
write  to  was  same  as  his  own,  and  it  was  a 
P*».verend  Minister." 

To  which  Vick  replied  by  poking  her  tongue 
into  her  cheek  and  favouring  her  lover  with  a 
kno^ving  wink.  "  You're  a  simple  man,  Hank," 
she  said. 

And  then  she  broke  off  abruptly  and 
touched  her  companion's  brown  wrist,  and 
added — 

"  Here's  that  Gartside  feller ;  we'd  best 
bide  mum," 
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The  news  that  the  steamer  was  coming 
in  had  spread,  and  the  usual  desolation  of 
the  wharf  was  broken  by  the  collection  of  a 
score  of  people — some  being  mere  idle  loungers, 
and  others  longshore  harpies  hoping  to  prey- 
on  the  passengers,  if  there  were  any.  Among 
the  former  was  to  be  numbered  Fenton 
Gartside,  looking  on  the  whole  not  much  the 
Avorse  for  his  six-weeks'  residence  amid  the 
Skagway  saloons,  though  Vick's  contemptr    :s 

■ 

reference  to  him  was  partly  due  to  the  fact 
that  on  the  previous  night  he  had  broken 
down  in  his  good  behaviour  and  had  helped 
to  "  paint  the  town  red "  in  the  company 
of  some  of  the  worst  characters  in  the 
^lace. 

A. 

Since  his  arrival  from  no  one  knew  where, 
the  relations  between  the  English  wanderer 
and  Hank  Devine  had  been  marked  by  a 
coolness  almost  amounting  to  open  enmity. 
On  their  first  meeting  after  Gartside's  return 
to  Skagway  they  had  eyed  each  other  with 
mutual  distrust,  and  had  turned  away  without 
exchanging  a  word.  The  reason  was  very 
simple.      Gartside,  ignorant  that  Jake   Mursell 
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had  removed  the  paper  affixed  by  Dick  to  the 
tree  announcing  his  safet*,  despised  Hank  for 
abandoning  the  expedition;  and,  his  tongue 
being  tied  by  the  necessity  of  not  letting  Dick's 
survival  be  known,  he  was  prevented  f?  ^''a 
asking  the  explanation.  On  the  other  hat;.i, 
Hank  Devine,  who  had  always  regarded  Gartside 
as  a  disreputable  loafer,  viewed  him  now  with 
positive  suspicion.  Dick's  story  of  the  hoard 
bequeathed  to  him  convinced  the  honest  miner 
that  there  might  be  more  than  drunken  babble 
in  Gartside's  boasted  millions — millions  to  which 
the  boaster  certainly  had  no  title. 

Gartside  nodded  to  Vick,  who  knew  him  as  a 
customer,  and  went  and  leaned  against  a  pile  of 
lumber.  He  was  not  particularly  interested  in 
the  arrival  of  the  steamer,  because  he  expected 
neither  friends  nor  letters.  From  his  own  people 
he  had  long  been  cut  adrift,  and  sufficient  time 
had  not  elapsed  for  him  to  receive  a  reply  to  the 
letter  which  he  had  duly  seut  to  old  Mr.  Osborne 
announcing  Dick's  safety.  He  was  angry  with 
himself  this  morning  for  his  lapse  the  night 
before ;  for  he  had  been,  for  good  reasons,  trying 
to  keep  himself  straight. 
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Presently,  as  the  old  vessel  was  steered 
warily  into  the  shallows  a  cry  went  up  that  she 
had  passengers. 

"And  women,  too,  by  thunder !"  yelled  Vick 
in  high  excitement.  "See,  there's  an  old  gal 
and  a  young  'un  standing  by  the  smoke-stack, 
and  a  feller  like  a  N'  York  dude  a  little  way 
from  'em." 

Mother  Mursell,  red-shirted,  and  with  her 
drab-grey  locks  floating  in  the  wind,  had  come 
up  behind,  eager  to  annex  possible  "  boarders." 
Since  the  young  miner  had  brought  her  daughter 
back  wounded  from  the  White  Pass  some  spark 
of  maternal  gratitude  had  prompted  her  to 
tolerate  him — so  far  at  least  as  to  abstain  from 
shooting  "  on  sight."  Hearing  Vick's  words,  she 
gave  a  wrathful  wheeze  which  caused  them  both 

to  turn. 

"Women  aboard,  d'ye  say?"  she  growled, 
shading  her  eyes  to  scrutinise  the  deck  of 
the  steamer.  "  By  Gosh !  and  so  it  is !  I'm 
wunnerin'  what's  brought  the  likes  of  they  to 
Skagway." 

Gartside's  ready  wits  divined  the  cause  of 
her  uneasiness,  and  the  chance  of  venting  his 
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spleen  in  a  little  ill-humoured  chaff  recom- 
mended itself  to  his  mood. 

•They've  come  to  start  a  saloon,  mother," 
he   ^  "It's  more  than    likely  they  have 

brought  a  piano  for  the  young  lady  to  play 
while  the  elderly  party  in  the  funny  hat 
bosses  the  show  and  does  the  shooting." 

The  gibe  struck  a  sore  point.  Vick's 
inability  to  pound  her  battered  instrument 
during  the  last  few  weeks  had  thinned  out 
several  musically-inclined  customers,  and  Mrs. 
Mursell  lived  in  perpetual  fear  of  fresh  rivals. 
Hitherto,  not  only  had  her  saloon  been  the 
only  one  "fixed  with  a  planner,"  but  she  and 
her  daughter  had  shared  with  an  Irish 
miner's  wife  the  privilege  of  being  the  only 
women  in  the  settlement.  She  snorted,  and 
cast  an  evil  look  at  Gartside,  but  waited 
in  silence  for  the  disembarkation  of  the 
passengers. 

The  Emily  Jackson  came  alongside  the 
wharf  at  last,  and  the  onlookers  gathered 
close  to  inspect  the  new  arrivals  with  an  in- 
terest that  had  grown  rapidly  since  feminine 
garments   had   been  descried.     The  day  was 
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yet  young,  and,  as  the  average  Western 
adventurer  is  not  a  bad  fellow  when  his 
veins  are  not  inflamed  with  drink,  the 
majority  were  prepared  to  give  Mother 
Mursell's  possible  rivals  a  cordial  welcome. 

So  it  was  that,  when  the  gang-plank  was 
run  out,  and  Aunt  Rebecca,  closely  followed 
by  Beryl  Asquith,  came  ashore,  half  a  dozen 
pairs  of  rough  hands  were  stretched  out  to 
relieve  them  of  the  lighter  articles  of  bag- 
gage which  they  were  carrying.  Among  the 
would-be  helpers  was  Hank  Devine,  whom 
Vick  pushed  forward  with  "Didn't  I  say?  It's 
his  friends  right  enough,"  on  noting  Beryl's 
deep  mourning. 

Beryl  shrank  a  little  before  the  wild  faces 
and  strange  costumes,  but  Aunt  Rebecca, 
though  she  looked  about  her  curious^  ,  lost 
none  of  her  visible  self-possession.  She  con- 
fessed afterwards  that  she  had  been  well- 
nigh  staggered  by  the  general  aspect  of  the 
squalid  township,  and  by  the  obvious  lack 
of  all  decent  accommodatioa  Case-hardened 
traveller  as  she  was,  the  hospitality  proffered 
by  the  board  on  "  Mother  Mursell's  Hotel,"  with 
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its  bullet-starred  windows  and  air  of  disrepute, 
filled  lier  with  foreboding.  The  question 
which  was  wrinkling  her  brow  into  deeper 
furrows  was — Where  on  earth  could  she  and 
Beryl  find  a  decent  roof  to  cover  them? 

Two  persons,  it  seemed,  were  ready  with  a 
solution  of  the  difficulty.  The  first  was 
Mother  Mursell  herself,  who  pushed  her  way 
to  the  front  and  stood  facing  the  two  ladies, 
an  incarnation  of  threatening  malignity. 

"Ye're  come  to  Skagway  in  the  rum 
bizness,  eh,  missus?"  blustered  the  virago, 
addressing  the  elder  of  her  two  suspected 
rivals. 

The  unconscious  humour  of  the  suggestion 
came  as  a  relief  to  Aimt  Rebecca  in  the 
midst  of  her  perplexities,  and,  without  vouch< 
safing  a  direct  reply,  she  smiled  grimly.  "  I 
really  think  it  is  a  woman,"  she  said  reflectively 
to  herself,  but  with  a  puzzled  glance  round 
that  elicited  a  chorus  of  rudely-expressed 
assent  from  the  bystanders. 

"Oh,  yes,  ma'am,  she's  a  woman — a  sweet 
pretty  blossom,  ain't  she?"  said  ona  "Nice 
motherly    old   party,"    added   another.      And 
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so  on,  till  the  object  of  the  banter  was 
foaming  at  the  mouth  with  rage. 

"  If  you're  come  here  to  run  a  saloon,"  she 
was  beginning  to  screech,  when  Hank  Devine, 
perceiving  that  the  furious  creature's  hand 
was  lurking  ominously  near  her  pistol,  thought 
fit  to  interfere. 

"I'll  bet  they're  not  in  the  rum  line, 
mother,"  he  said.  "  You're  only  wasting  your 
breath.  Best  let  her  have  it  straight,  ma'am," 
he  added  in  an  undertone  to  Aunt  Rebecca. 
"Mother  Mursell  can  be  really  nasty  on 
occasion ;  she's  terribly  handy  with  her 
gun." 

"  Oh,  I'm  not  afraid  of  bemg  shot,"  replied 
Aunt  Rebecca,  calmly.  "We  have  no  inten- 
tion of  opening  a  public-house— if  that  is 
what  this  person  means." 

"Then  ye'll  be  for  wanting  lodgings," 
promptly  returned  Mother  MurselL  "When 
yer  baggage  is  checked  out  come  right  over 
to  the  hotel  thera  I'll  go  and  make  ready." 
And,  appeased  by  the  prospect  of  taking  the 
strangers  in,  the  weird  creature  stalked  away, 
never  dreaming  that  she  had  effectively  spoilt 
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any  chance  she  might  have  had  of  securing 
them  as  guests. 

At  this  point,  Rupert  Malahide,  who  had 
been  watching  the  scene  from  the  deck  of 
the  steamer,  ran  down  the  gaug-plank  and 
joined  the  group.  An  ugly  triumph  had 
shone  in  his  eyes  ever  since  they  had  rounded 
inio  the  river's  mouth  and  he  had  seen  what 
manner  of  place  Skagway  was,  but  he  con- 
trolled his  features  into  a  semblance  of 
gentlemanly  deprecation  as  he  addressed  Aimt 
Rebecca. 

"One  word,  Miss  Asquith,"  he  said,  in- 
dicating by  a  gesture  that  the  word  had 
better  be  spoken  privately.  Aunt  Rebecca 
hesitated,  said  something  in  a  whisper  to 
Beryl,  and  stepped  a  few  paces  aside  with 
Malahide. 

"  Well  I "  she  said,  sharply. 

"I  only  wanted  to  oflfer  my  services,"  he 
began*  "You  are  an  old  traveller,  and  have 
met  with  no  trouble  on  this  preposterous  jour- 
ney so  far,  but  surely  as  an  old  traveller  you 
must  recognise  that  you  have  brought  your 
niece  to  a  place  where  a  man's  escort " 
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"Not  another  word,"  interrupted  Aunt 
Rebecca  viciously.  "We  have  refused  to 
have  anything  to  do  with  you  hitherto  on 
the  voyage,  and  we  want  none  of  you  now. 
I  only  consented  to  speak  to  you  to  ascertain 
what  you  wanted.  Why,  man,  I  will  make 
no  secret  of  it!  We  are  here  on  purpose  to 
thwart  you  and  counteract  your  influence. 
Set  as  my  niece  was  on  coming  to  search 
for  traces  of  her  lover — I  don't  mince  words, 
you  see — I  should  have  thought  twice  before 
bringing  her  to  this  outlandish  place  if  we 
hadn't  learnt  that  you  were  creeping  off  here 
yourself.  Homburg,  indeed!  It  is  a  lucky 
thing  Beryl  picked  up  that  envelope  with  the 
notes  of  your  route." 

"Let  me  make  a  clean  breast  of  it," 
persisted  Malahide.  "I  admit  that  I  love 
Beryl  Asquith.  I  came  out  because  I  guessed 
this  mad  project  was  on  foot,  and  I  wanted 
to  be  on  hand  to  watch  over  her.  You  do 
me  a  grievous  wrong  if  you  think  that  I 
undertook  this  journey  with  more  sinister 
design  than  that.  I  will  pledge  myself  to 
retire    if  young    Osborne    turns  up  safe,  but 
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in  the  meanwhile  let  me  assist  you  both. 
Look  at  these  rough  fellows — at  this  wretched 
collection  of  hovels.  Apart  from  other  con- 
siderations, I  must  press  my  service  on  you 
as  a  fellow-countryman  in  a  strange  land." 

"  Fine  words  don't  butter  parsnips,"  snapped 
Aunt  Rebecca,  firmly.  "I  would  rather  tnist 
one  of  these  slouched-hatted  ragamuffins  than 
you,  Mr.  Malahide — after  reading  my  brother's 
diary.     I'll  bid  you  good-day." 

Gartside,  lazily  watching  from  a  little 
distance  along  the  sloppy  wharf,  was  under 
the  impression  that  he  had  grasped  the  whole 
situation.  These  English  folk,  he  told  him- 
self must  be  Dick's  people,  come  out  as  a 
result  of  news  which  must  have  been  sent 
home  by  Hank  Devine;  and  he  began  to 
debate  in  his  mind  how  best  to  inform  them 
of  their  relative's  safety  after  the  assault  on 
the  Pass.  He  must  do  it,  he  argued,  in  such 
a  time  and  at  such  a  place  so  that  Dick's 
survival  should  not  become  public,  for  fear 
of  danger  from  Red  Rube's  partisans.  Seeing 
Malahide  in  conference  with  Aunt  Rebecca, 
he   naturally   concluded   that    they   were   all 
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of  one  party;  and  now,  when  Malahide 
returned  discomfited  to  the  steamer,  he 
supposed  that  the  ladies  had  only  been 
temporarily  deserted  by  their  male  escort 
while  he  went  to  look  after  the  landing  of 
their  baggage. 

Aunt  Rebecca  rejoined  Beryl,  whose  alarm 
was  yielding  to  amusement  at  the  open-mouthed 
inspection  to  which  she  was  being  subjected  by 
Vick  Mursell.  It  was  a  long  time  since  that 
uncouth  daughter  of  the  West  had  seen  what 
she  called  "a  real  toney  toilet,"  and  it  was  all 
she  could  do  to  keep  her  fingers  from  feeling 
and  appraising  the  fabric  of  Beryl's  dress. 

"  Now,"  asked  Aunt  Rebecca,  rather  defiantly 
to  hide  her  anxiety,  "  can  anyone  tell  me  where 
to  find  a  gentleman  named  Hank  Devine  ? " 

The  miner  stepped  forward  pheepishly.  He 
was  irritated  because  politene&i  j  revented  him 
from  resenting  in  the  presence  of  the  ladies  the 
rude  guffaw  that  broke  from  the  "  boys,"  and 
he  was  very  nervous  lest  Dick's  friends  should 
blame  him  for  his  conduct  at  the  Pass. 

"We  don't  grow  gentlemen  hereabouts, 
ma'am ;  but  my  name  is  Hank  Devine,"  he  said. 
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Aunt  Rebecca  looked  the  clean-built  young 
fellow  over  from  crown  to  sole,  diagnosed  the 
source  of  his  obvious  discomfort,  and  promptly 
took  a  liking  to  him.  "We  are  friends  of  the 
Mr.  Osborne  about  whom  you  ivrote  to  England," 
she  said.    "  Is  there  any  later  news  of  him  ? " 

An  ugly  sneer  showed  on  the  faces  of  a  few 
of  the  roughs  present,  as 'Hank  shook  his  hea^ 
sadly  and  made  the  only  answer  in  his  power. 

"  Well,  we  have  come  out  to  see  if  we  can 
alter  that,"  said  Aunt  Rebecca  cheerfully,  but 
with  a  wary  eye  for  Beryl,  who  was  struggling 
bravely  to  bear  up  under  the  renewed  blow. 
"In  the  meanwhile,  Mr.  Devine,"  the  little  old 
lady  proceeded,  "  what  about  a  roof  to  cover  us  ? 
My  niece  and  I  can't  possibly  go  to  that  pre- 
posterous woman's  hotel,  and  it  appears  to  be 
tho  only  house  of  the  kind  in  the  place." 

Vick,  who  had  been  listening  with  all  her 
e&rs  and  breathing  hard,  cast  a  furtive  glance 
round,  and  then  whispered  hoarsely  so  that  none 
but  the  two  strangers  and  her  lover  could  hear — 
"  Mother 'd  skin  me  for  spoiling  trade  if  she 
knew  I'd  spoke,  but  there's  Parsons'  frame  house 
empty — ^him  as  went  down  to  Juneau  in  the 
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schooner  yestidday.  There  ain't  no  fixins  in  it, 
or  nothing,  but  it's  a  roof,  anyways." 

Aunt  Rebecca  regarded  the  great  raw-boned 
lass  with  a  kindly  twinkle  in  her  shrewd  old 
eyes.  "This  must  be  the  young  woman  who 
tried  to  save  Mr.  Osborne,  I  think,"  she  said. 
"Let  me  shake  hands  with  you,  my  dear,  and 
thank  you  also  for  trying  to  fit  us  with  a  place 
to  lay  our  heads."  And  when  she  had  grasped 
the  girl's  red  fist.  Beryl,  too,  shook  hands  and 
spoke  a  few  grateful  words;  at  which  Vick 
swelled  with  pride  to  think  that  she  had  been 
thus  greeted  by  those  whom  she  had  already 
dubbed  "  the  lord's  ladies." 

Under  these  amenities  the  cloud  on  Hank's 
face  lightened,  and  he  at  once  volunteered  to 
guide  Aunt  Rebecca  and  Beryl  to  the  empty 
house  and  see  if  Vick's  suggestion  was  feasible. 
Leaving  a  half-breed  whom  he  could  trust  to 
look  after  their  baggage  tis  soon  as  it  should  be 
put  ashore,  he  started  at  the  head  of  his  convoy, 
from  which  Vick  Mursell  judiciously  detached 
herself  before  it  passed  the  "  hotel"  The  open 
door  of  the  saloon  tempted  the  rest  of  the 
waterside  loungers,  and    Hank  was  thus   left 
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alone  to  pilot  the  two  ladies  along  the  muddy 
track  between  the  shanties.  In  their  eagerness 
to  learn  the  smallest  details  of  Dick's  doings  at 
Skagway  they  missed  a  good  many  sights  and 
sounds  that  might  well  have  appalled  them ; 
though,  as  it  was,  Aunt  Rebecca  paused  once  or 
twice  and  looked  back,  irresolute,  towards  the 
steamer.  But  the  distant  view  of  Rupert 
Malahide  watching  them  from  the  bulwarks 
decided  her;  and  she  stumped  on,  distressed 
on  Beryl's  account,  and  not  too  happy  on  her 
own. 

The  house  of  the  departed  Parsons  proved  to 
bo  little  better  than  a  rough  frame-built  shed, 
but  it  seemed  water-tight,  and,  the  door  yielding 
to  a  kick  from  Hank's  boot,  its  resources  were 
soon  explored.  There  was  no  furniture  in  it, 
but  there  was  a  fire-place,  and,  superior  to 
many  of  the  Skagway  dwellings,  it  boasted  the 
luxury  of  a  floor. 

"  'Tain't  much  of  a  place,"  said  Hank  apolo- 
getically, "  but  a  fifty  dollar  bill  would  about  fix 
it  up  to  rights.  If  you  care  to  trust  me,  I 
dessay  I  can  scrape  together  a  few  chairs  and  a 
table,  and  I  can  bring  down  a  heap  of  skins  for 


1 


CROSS  CURRENTS. 


219 


I 


bedding.  And  I  was  thinkin'—mebbe  you'll 
feel  kind  of  lonesome — I  could  strike  my  tent 
under  the  pine  bluff  and  pitch  it  right  here,  so's 
you'd  have  friendly  company." 

Aunt  Rebecca  pulled  out  some  money  with 
alacrity,  and  accepted  all  his  offers  there  and 
then.  At  least  they  would  have  privacy  and 
protection  by  this  arrangement,  and  she  urged 
Hank  to  go  and  make  the  necessary  purchases 
at  once.  On  the  threshold  he  paused  and  looked 
back. 

"Fra'aps  there's  a  p'int  overlooked,"  he 
said,  hesitatingly.  "Mebbe  you  don't  want 
me,  after  all  There  was  a  fellow  as  came 
with  you  on  the  boat — ^you  was  speaking 
with  him  at  the  wharf " 

"My  dear  Mr.  Devine,"  interrupted  Aunt 
Rebecca,  "get  him  out  of  your  head  as  a 
friend  of  ours  onca  for  all.  He's  a  bad  man 
and  an  enemy  of  Mr.  Osborne's,  come  out 
here  to  injure  him,  if  he  is  still  alive.  If 
you  would  serve  us,  tell  Mr.  Malahide  nothing, 
and  watch  all  he  does." 

"That's  good  enoii<];h,"  said  Hank,  briefly; 
and  he  strode  away,  soon  to  return  with  the 
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first  batch  of  "assorted  notions"  for  the 
comfort  of  his  protegees. 

In  the  meanwhile  Fenton  Gartside,  lounging 
on  the  wharf  and  watching  the  steamer  dis- 
gorge her  load  of  canned  goods  and  whisky, 
was  divided  in  opinion  as  to  how  he  should 
act.  Whatever  the  burden  that  lay  on  his 
soul,  making  him  moody  and  boisterous  by 
turns,  he  was  honestly  anxious  to  end  the 
suspense  of  Dick's  friends  by  informing  them 
of  the  meeting  on  Lake  Taku.  But  he  was 
moved  to  hesitation  by  a  reluctance  to 
present  his  disreputable  person  to  English 
ladies,  the  sight  of  whom  had  awakened  in 
him  a  long-discarded  sense  of  shame.  And 
though  he  had  every  reason  to  believe  that 
Malahide  was  of  the  party,  he  was  loth  to 
confide  in  him  without  positive  proof 

"If  that  sleek -looking  chap  joins  them, 
I  shall  be  silre  it  is  all  right,"  he  muttered 
to  himself.  "If  not,  I  suppose  I  had  better 
face  that  queer  old  figure  in  the  hat,  and 
the  pretty  girl  I  wonder  how  long  it  is 
since  I  have  spoken  to  gentlewomen  of  my 
own  country!" 
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He  had  to  wait  some  time  before  Malahide 
came  ashore,  for  that  astute  individual  was 
cracking  a  bottle  of  champagne  with  the 
captain,  with  an  eye  to  future  contingencies. 
When  at  length  he  came  down  the  gang- 
plank and  gave  his  valise  to  a  half-breed  to 
carry,  Gartside  followed  him  at  a  distance, 
and  in  two  minutes  was  aware  of  his  destin- 
ation. Malahide  walked  briskly  and  with 
evident  intention  to  "Mother  Mursell's  Hotel," 
which  he  entered,  followed  by  the  porter. 

"That  settle^  it,"  said  Gartside;  "I  dare 
say  he  belongs  to  the  ladies,  but  I'll  tackle 
them  first." 

So  it  was  that  while  Hank  Devine  was 
helping  the  ladies  to  arrange  the  few  rude 
chattels  which  he  had  collected,  Aunt 
Rebecca  espied  Gartside  approaching.  He 
had  been  to  his  hut  to  wash  aid  tidy 
himself,  but  the  operation  had  failed  to 
iEcipart  an  aspect  of  respectability.  His  over- 
night dissipation,  combined  with  the  nervous- 
ness with  which  his  self-imposed  task  fiUed 
him,  gave  him  a  furtive  air  as  he  picked 
his  way  haltingly   towards  the   shanty. 
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"Here,  who  can  this  be?  I  don't  like 
his  looks,"  said  Aunt  Rebecca,  pointing  him 
out  to  Hank. 

"A  most  tremenjious  bad  lot,"  replied  the 
miner  decisively.  "Little  better  than  a  comer 
loafer,  and  up  to  no  good,  I  reckoa  He 
was  on  a  thundering  tear  last  night,  to  my 
knowledge." 

"What  can  he  want  here?"  cried  Beryl, 
in  alarm. 

''I  shouldn't  wait  to  find  out,"  said  Hank, 
who  had  never  been  able  to  rid  himself  of 
the  idea  that  the  drunken  bab'le  in  which 
Gartside  had  indulged  about  "  The  White 
Ghost's"  millions  boded  ill  for  Dick's  venture. 
"  I  should  fire  him  before  he  pitches  his  tale," 
he  added.  "Shall  I  take  him  on?  There 
ain't  no  t^ood  in  the  feller." 

fiu'^  Aunt  Rebecca  herself  was  equal  to 
the  occasion,  and,  standing  in  the  doorway, 
bade  the  intending  visitor  begone  so  forcibly 
that  he  turned  and  obeyed 

"I  mustn't  Mghten  them,  and  I  suppose 
I  cmi  rather  a  terrible  object,"  muttered  Gart- 
side with  a  queer  laugh  an  he  looked  back  at 
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the  fierce  little  figure  in  the  mushroom  hat 
vociferating  in  the  doorway.  "  Well,  in  a  way 
it's  a  relief.  I'll  tell  my  story  to  the  sleek 
man  at  Mursell's,  and  he  can  pass  it  on  to 
them.  He  doesn't  seem  like  a  chap  to  be 
scared  by  blear  eyes  and  a  stubbly  chin." 

He  would  not  have  admitted  to  himself — 
this  strange  character — that  he  was  hurt  by 
the  rebuff  he  had  met  with.  He  tried  to 
soothe  himself  with  the  cynical  reflection  that 
they  would  have  to  wait  for  his  good  news, 
but  nevertheless  the  wound  rankled,  and  it 
had  the  effect  of  plunging  him  into  an  im- 
pudent, reckless  mood.  He  swaggered  into 
the  saloon  door  at  Mursell's  with  a  demeanour 
defiantly  different  from  that  with  which  he 
had  approached  the  ladies.  A  Chinaman  was 
busy  "putting  up  drinks"  for  a  group  of 
customers. 

"You  have  got  a  new  guest,  John— come 
by  the  steamer,"  he  said.  "Tell  him  an 
English  gentleman  wants  to  speak  to  him 
outsida" 

The  loungers  at  the  bar  laughed  at  Gart- 
side's  description  of  himself,  and  invited  him 
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to  drink,  but  he  waved  an  airy  refusal  and 
went  outside  and  waited.  In  less  than  a 
minute  Malahide  appeared,  the  surprise  with 
which  he  had  received  the  message  changing 
to  a  half-resentfii^  curiosity  as  he  saw  the 
perky,  disreputable-looking  figure  that  came 
to  meet  him.    He  had  hoped  it  was  Jake. 

"  You  are  a  friend  of  Mr.  Richard  Obsome, 
I  believe — come  to  search  for  traces  of  him 
in  consequence  of  a  report  of  his  death  sent 
home  by  a  thick-skulled  miner?"  said  Gart- 
side.  "You  are  with  the  two  ladies  who 
landed  from  the  steamer  ? " 

"Yes  to  both  questions,"  replied  Malahide 
eagerly.  "Have  you  anything  to  tell  us  ox 
poor  Dick  ? " 

"I  met  Mr.  Osborne  alive  and  well  a  week 
after  the  attack  on  him  on  the  White  Pass," 
said  Gartside.  "He  has  gone  north  to  the 
Yukon  on  the  business  that  brought  him  out 
There  are  with  him  a  stout,  Fhifty-looking 
beggar  called  Baxter,  one  of  hin  carriers  who 
survived  the  fight,  and  a  brace  of  Indians 
who  are  thoroughly  reliable.  He  ought  to 
come  through  all  right." 
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A  quick  spasm  of  rage  crossed  Malahide's 
face  as  he  recognised  Jake  Mursell  in  the 
description  of  Baxter,  and  scented  treachery 
to  his  own  design.  He  saw  what  had  hap- 
pened. His  hireling  assassin  had  thrown  him 
over  in  face  of  the  temptation  to  secure  the 
gold  hoard — probably  after  some  proof  that 
it  really  existed.  It  Avas  only  with  an  eflfort 
that  Malahide  controlled  his  face. 

"Tell  me  everything,  my  dear  sir,"  he 
said.  "You  have  already  placed  Osborne's 
friends  under  a  heavy  debt  of  ;^atitude." 

And  at  greater  length  Gart^ide  described 
the  meeting  on  Lake  Taku,  recounted  what 
he  had  heard  of  the  attack  and  of  Hank 
Devine's  part  in  it,  and  vouched  for  Blue 
Lightning's  capacity  to  guide  Dick  safely  to 
a  successful  issue.  But  he  was  silent  as  to 
his  own  previous  knowledge  of  Shrimpton 
and  of  Dick. 

Malahide  heard  him  without  a  break  to 
the  end,  striving  the  while  to  fathom  the 
motives  and  capacity  for  evil  of  this  strangely, 
met  waif.  It  was  his  way  to  be  ever  looking 
for  new  tools,  conscious  or  innocent;  and  he 
p 


r 


•iSmi 


B 


:  t. 


i 


226 


SPECTRE  GOLD. 


concluded  that  this  one  had  better  be  placed 
for  the  present  in  the  latter  category. 

"  You  have  acted  with  excellent  judgment 
in  keeping  all  this  dark,"  he  said.  "  It  would 
never  do  for  the  bad  characters  in  this  wild 
place  to  know  how  their  boon  companions 
had  been  handled  by  Osborne  and  his  friend 
Baxter.  And  there  is  another  precaution 
which  we  had  better  take.  The  ladies  of  my 
party  are  rather  excitable — one  of  them 
especially.  They  would  not  guard  this  secret 
an  hour,  and  hard  as  it  may  appear  I  should 
be  inclined,  in  Osborne's  interest,  not  to  take 
them  into  confidence  just  yet.  Do  you  see 
what  I  mean  ? " 

Gartside  nodded,  greatly  relieved.  "  Now 
that  I  have  told  you,  I  have  shunted  the 
responsibility,"  said  he.  "Put  an  end  to  their 
suspense  in  your  own  way,  at  your  own  time. 
I'm  no  lady's  man,  and  shan't  go  near  them." 

"Good!"  said  Malahide.  "Now  come  in 
and  refresh ;  I  should  like  to  know  more 
of  you." 

Hank  Devine,  trudging  by,  laden  with  a 
packing-case  which  was    to    be    the    table  of 
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Aunt  Rebecca's  establishment,  saw  them  go 
into  the  saloon  together.  But  any  emotions 
that  were  forming  in  his  mind  at  seeing 
Gartside  and  Malahide  in  company  were 
dispelled  by  the  apparition  of  a  red-headed, 
bull-necked  man,  who  suddenly  came  round 
the  comer  of  the  building  and  followed 
them  in. 

"  By  Gosh !"  murmured  the  astonished  miner, 
as  he  resumed  his  way, "  if  that  ain't  Rube,  come 
back  at  last !    There's  going  to  be  trouble ! " 
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CHAPTER   XIII. 

Jake's  "consolation  stakes." 

Dick  let  the  slab  of  rock  fall  back  over  the 
empty  hole,  and  gazed  from  one  to  the  other 
of  his  companions.  Blue  Lightning  grunted 
and  said  something  in  an  imdertone  to  Star- 
Eyes,  who  gravely  shook  her  head.  Joey  the 
carrier  looked  frankly  unconcerned,  and  Jake 
began  to  talk  volubly — so  volubly  and  so  close 
on  the  heels  of  the  discovery  that  had  Dick 
beUeved  it  possible  for  him  to  have  removed 
the  gold,  he  would  have  suspected  the  words  of 
having  been  prepared  for  the  occasion. 

As  it  was,  whether  "  Mr.  Baxter "  had  stolen 
the  plan  or  not,  there  were  two  arguments 
against  his  having  stolen  the  gold.  In  the  few 
hours  that  they  had  been  on  the  Klondyke  no 
one  man  could  have  shifted  the  hoard  accumu- 
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lated  by  Shrimpton  ;  and,  had  that  been  possible, 
he  would  certainly  not  have  returned  to  camp. 
The  wild  mining-town  known  as  Circle  City, 
then  in  its  infancy,  was  only  some  forty  miles 
further  on.  The  culprit  would  have  fled  thither, 
with  as  much  as  he  could  carry  of  his  plunder, 
and  thence  down  the  Yukon  to  St  Michael's 
and  the  sea. 

Yet  Jake's  sympathetic  ravings  were  a  little 
overdone,  and  nearly  brought  him  to  grief.  "  I'm 
sorry  for  this,  Mr.  Osborne,  and  all  the  same  I'm 
glad— downright  glad ! "  he  shouted.  "  I  regret 
your  disappointment;  I  rejoice  at  my  own 
acquittal;  but  above  all,  knowing  your  good 
heart,  I  grieve  for  your  shattered  faith  in  a 
friend.  That  man,  Gartside,  who  sneaked  off 
to  Skagway,  has  done  this.  You  saw  how  he 
jumped  at  the  chance  to  avoid  coming — ^you 
saw " 

The  interruption  was  due  to  the  click  of  the 
magazine  of  Blue  Lightning's  Winchester,  as  the 
chief  shot  a  cartridge  into  the  barrel.  Jake, 
turning  quickly,  was  confronted  with  the  dead'y 
tube  levelled  at  him  from  not  six  feet  away. 

"You  make  more  bad  talk  about  Gar'side 
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I  blow  roof  of  head  off,"  said  Blue  Lightning 
gravely.  "Gar'side  heap  better  man  than 
you." 

Any  honest  emotion  came  as  a  refreshing 
breeze  to  Dick  at  that  crisis  of  doubt  and 
suspicion ;  and,  though  far  from  being  assured 
of  Gartside's  innocence,  he  felt  grateful  to  the 
old  warrior  for  championing  an  absent  friend. 

"Come,"  he  exclaimed,  with  a  thrill  of 
satisfaction  at  the  beads  of  terror  that  stood 
on  Jake's  brow,  "  we  shan't  find  the  hoard  by 
wrangling.  Lower  your  rifle,  chief;  and  you, 
Baxter,  had  better  not  bring  accusations  that 
you  can't  back  with  proof  We  shall  be  more 
profitably  occupied  in  looking  for  the  fresh  gold 
which  Shrimpton  said  was  to  be  won  hereabouts. 
Perhaps  the  White  Ghost  repented  of  his  gift  to 
me,  and  his  spectre  came  back  for  it.  Let  us  go 
down  to  those  creeks;  they  seem  the  sort  of 
place  for  a  find." 

Star  Eyes  sighed  gently  at  the  passing  of  the 
trouble,  for  her  grim  parent  threw  his  rifle  into 
the  hollow  of  his  arm  and  altered  his  scowl  for 
Jake  into  a  smile  for  Dick.  "Young  pale-face 
chief   speaks    wise    words,"    he    said.      "Blue 
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Lightning's  blood  runs  too  hot  sometimes. 
This  place  bad  medicine.    Let  us  go." 

From  the  summit  of  the  bluff  they  had  a 
wide  "  bird's-eye  "  view  of  the  rushing  Klondyke 
and  its  tributary  creeks,  some  of  them — mere 
rivulets — hemmed  in  and  boiling  between  shelv- 
ing banks,  others  broad  watercourses,  lazily 
guiding  their  shallow  flood  to  the  parent  stream. 
Hank  Devine,  had  he  been  with  them,  would 
have  pronounced  that  silver  tracery  of  rock- 
stemmed  water  to  be  a  prospector's  paradise, 
replete  with  infinite  possibilities. 

Too  dazed  by  the  sudden  overthrow  of  his 
hopes  to  try  to  form  any  definite  plans,  Dick 
felt  the  necessity  of  impetuous  action,  and  with 
feverish  eagerness  led  the  way  down  the  slope. 
He  regarded  the  episode  of  Shrimpton's  hoard 
as  closed — someone  had  forestalled  him ;  it  did 
not  much  matter  who — and  all  he  cared  for  now 
was  to  wrest  from  Nature  a  substitute  for  what 
he  had  lost  by  man's  guile.  If  he  could  only 
hit  on  the  creek  from  which  Shrimpton  had 
mined  his  wealth,  he  might,  after  all,  only  have 
to  write  off  as  a  bad  debt  the  time  and  labour  to 
be  expended  in  washing  out  a  new  fortune. 
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Crossing  the  flats  below  the  bluff  he  found 
a  certain  amount  of  relief  in  consulting  Blue 
Lightning  and  Star  Eyes  on  the  nature  of  the 
country  round,  whether  they  would  be  able  to 
supplement  their  supplies  with  enough  fish  and 
game  to  enable  them  to  stay  some  weeks,  and 
what  was  the  very  latest  they  would  be  able  to 
remain  before  winter  closed  in  and  drove  them 
away. 

At  first  Jake  followed  meekly  behind  with 
Joey  the  carrier,  as  though  either  sulky  or 
chastened  in  spirit  at  the  rebukes  administered 
to  him.  But  when  those  in  front  began  to 
discuss  ways  and  means  for  getting  out  of  the 
country — whether  down  the  Yukon  vid  Circle 
City  and  St.  Michael's  to  the  sea,  or  upstream 
back  to  Skagway — he  pricked  his  ears,  and 
presently  ranged  alongside. 

"Circle  City  is  on  the  American  side  of 
the  boundary,  is  it  not  ? "  he  asked,  with  only 
a  show  of  casual  interest. 

Star  Eyes  shot  a  keen  glancc)  at  him,  and 
took  it  upon  herself  to  answer.  Her  reply 
was  complete  even  to  diSuseness,  and  gave 
a    good    deal    more     than     the    information 
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required.  It  embraced  clear  directions  that 
would  have  enabled  anyone  to  go  to  Circle 
City  across  the  intervening  forty  miles  of 
wilderness  with  very  little  difficulty. 

Jake  put  a  few  more  questions,  more  or 
less  relevant  to  the  discussion  of  their  future 
plans,  but  all  on  the  basis  of  an  exodus  vi4 
Circle  City.  He  was  particularly  inquisitive 
about  the  stem-wheel  steamers  pl3ring  thence 
to  St  Michael's,  and  the  ocean-going  boats 
that  connect  the  latter  port  with  the  Pacific 
coast.  Dick,  beginning  to  feel  a  strange 
elation  as  they  neared  the  river,  found  it  in 
his  heart  to  chaff  this  man  whom  he  disliked. 

"You  have  evidently  made  up  your  mind 
that  we  are  to  go  back  by  sea,  Baxter,"  he 
said.     "Confess  that  you  funk  those  rapids." 

This  man  was  a  man  of  moods  to-day,  for 
he  turned  sulky  again.  "  One  doesn't  shoot 
rapids  upwards"  he  said  resentfully. 

"  No,  but  one  has  to  portage  the  boat 
past  the  rapids,  and  that  would  hardly  suit 
a  chap  of  your  figure,"  persisted  Dick.  "  That 
is,  if  you  weren't  too  busy  cooking  the  dinner, 
or  doing  fancy  needlework,  to  lend  a  hand." 
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Again  Jake's  mood  seemed  to  change,  and 
he  broke  into  a  hearty  laugh.  "You  are 
rough  on  me,  Mr.  Osborne,"  he  chuckled. 
"You  must  remember  that,  though  I  may 
have  shirked  the  hard  work  of  the  trip,  you 
wouldn't  have  been  here  to-day  if  I  hadn't 
had  a  soft  heart  at  the  White  Pass." 

Jake's  oily  smile  even  more  than  his  words 
conjured  up  the  picture  of  the  five  ruffians 
sinking  into  the  chasm.  Just  so  had  he 
smiled  after  detaching  the  pine-stem ;  and, 
shuddering  at  the  reminiscence,  Dick  strode 
on  without  reply.  He  would  have  given 
much  to  have  convicted  his  smooth-tongued 
companion  of  the  treachery  of  which  he  knew 
he  was  the  victim,  and  it  irritated  him  to  be 
perpetually  reminded  of  a  service  which  he 
was  beginning  to  think  might  not  have  been 
disinterested. 

Having  satisfied  his  geographical  curiosity, 
Jake  fell  back  without  any  protest  against 
Dick's  coldness.  The  country  through  which 
thty  were  passing  was  carpeted  with  a  dull 
brown  moss,  which  as  they  neared  the  river 
level    took    a   greener   tint.     Here,    too,    the 
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giant  mosquitoes  reasserted  themselves — as 
usual,  singling  out  the  two  white  men  for 
their  prey,  and  evoking  loud  and  frequent 
curses  from  the  afflicted  Jake.  For  some 
reason  best  known  to  herself,  Star  Eyes  was 
moved  to  quiet  smiles  hy  his  noisy  wailings, 
and  once  as  she  glided  gracefully  at  her 
father's  side  she  touched  the  silent  warrior 
and  spoke  a  few  words  in  their  own  tongue. 

Suddenly  they  came  upon  a  rocky  gulch, 
along  the  bottom  of  which  a  brook  splashed 
over  a  sandy  bed  towards  the  river.  A  few 
solitary  firs  had  found  root  -  hold  on  the 
rugged  slope  of  the  little  ravine,  and  close 
down  by  the  streamlet  the  soil  changed  to  a 
clayey  gravel  on  which  there  were  no  traces 
of  vegetation.  The  Indian  Joey  had  brought 
a  couple  of  spades  in  case  it  should  be 
necessary  to  dig  for  the  cachet,  and  taking 
one  of  them,  Dick  descended  to  the  brook. 

"From  what  I  read  of  placer-mining  on 
the  voyage  out,  this  looks  a  likely  spot,"  he 
snid.  "  Come,  Baxter !  now's  the  time  to 
retrieve  your  character  for  laziness.  Take 
the  other  spade  and  set  to." 
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Making  a  wry  face  Jake  submitted,  and 
for  half  an  hour  the  two  men  scooped  holes 
in  the  gravel,  pausing  now  and  again  to  wash 
a  little  in  their  drinking-cup,  but  finding  no 
trace  of  gold.  At  the  end  of  that  time  Jake 
threw  down  his  spade  and  said  that  he  was 
ilL 

"  I  have  got  a  touch  of  fever,"  he  groaned. 
"With  your  permission,  Mr.  Osborne,  I 
should  prefer  to  return  to  our  camp  a:id  get 
some  quinine.  There  is  some  among  the 
stores,  I  think." 

it  the  moment  Dick  was  keenly  scruti- 
nising the  deposit  at  the  bottom  of  his  tiii 
cup,  where  something  glittering  had  caught 
his  eye.  It  was  only  a  tiny  particle, 
vanished  among  the  sand  as  soon  as  seen, 
and  in  his  efforts  to  re-discover  it  he 
answered  absently : — 

"Oh  yes;  cut  along,  by  all  means,  and 
dose  yourself" 

Jake  took  him  at  his  word,  and  instantly 
began  to  clamber  out  of  the  gulch,  but 
before  he  had  gained  the  top  it  davmed  on 
Dick  that  he  had  made  a  mistake.     Though 
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Shrimpton's  hoard  was  missing,  this  man  was 
still  open  to  the  suspicion  of  having  stolen 
the  original  plan,  and  there  was  the  possi- 
bility that  he  had  some  sinister  design  in 
separating  from  the  party.  He  was  about 
to  call  him  back  when  again  the  glittering 
particle  came  to  the  surface  of  the  sand  in 
the  cup,  and  this  time  it  stayed  there. 
With  a  thrill  of  rapture,  he  knew  that  the 
alluvial  soil,  in  greater  or  smaller  quantities, 
contained  gold.  There  was  no  knowing  what 
a  further  search  might  reveal. 

Absorbed  in  his  discovery  he  let  some 
minutes  pass  in  examining  the  yellow  speck, 
and  when  next  he  looked  up  Jake  was  lost 
to  view.  Instinctively  he  turned  towards 
the  Indians,  who,  with  the  apathy  of  their 
race  for  precious  metals,  had  watched  the 
operations  from  a  little  distance  with  but 
slender  interest.  Blue  Lightning  was  gazing 
in  the  direction  of  Jake's  disappearance,  Joey 
was  squatting  on  his  haunches  half  asleep, 
while  Star  Eyes  seemed  to  be  watching  Dick 
with  an  intelligent  appreciation  of  his 
difficulty.      As  he  caught    her    eye   she  rose 
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from  the  rock  on  which  she  had  been 
sitting  and  came  forward. 

"  You  are  afraid  that  he  has  gone  away 
for  no  good,"  she  said.  "Try  and  trust  us 
Indian  folk,  Mr.  Osborne — ^you  will  not  be 
sorry.  Let  my  father  follow  him  unseen, 
and  watch  that  he  does  no  harm.  Blue 
Lightning  is  first-rate  on  the  trail" 

The  warm  blood  was  mantling  under  the 
girl's  brown  skin,  and  her  eyes  met  his, 
straight  and  true.  Since  the  disappointment 
of  the  morning  his  mmd  had  been  full  of 
suspicion  for  everyone,  but  the  pleading  wist- 
fulness  of  this  Indian  maiden,  who  had  made 
her  quiet  influence  felt  through  the  toils  and 
dangers  of  the  long  river  journey,  took  him 
by  storm  and  drove  his  doubts  away.  It 
might  not  be  wise  to  let  two  members  of 
the  expedition  out  of  his  sight  at  this 
juncture,  but  he  would  risk  it  rather  than 
wound  the  girl.  And  had  he  not  found 
gold ! 

"Thank  you.  Miss  Star  Eyes,"  he  said; 
"your  notion  is  a  good  one.  Will  you 
explain  to  your  father  what  is  wanted?" 
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She  turned  and  spoke  a  few  rapid  words 
in  the  guttural  Sioux  dialect  to  Blue  Light- 
ning, who  nodded  a  solemn  comprehension 
and  picked  up  his  lifle.  In  another  minute 
he,  too,  had  vanished  from  the  gulch,  and 
Dick  Osborne  was  free  to  prospect  the  Klon- 
dyke  "dirt"  again. 

But,  though  he  enlisted  the  services  of 
Joey  to  unaccustomed  spade-labour,  and 
spent  the  next  six  hours  in  digging  in- 
numerable holes,  he  met  with  no  great 
success.  Yet  every  now  and  then  the  cup 
yielded  a  grain  or  two  of  gold  at  long 
intervals,  and  he  was  able  to  hope  that  he 
might  stumble  on  the  spot  whence  Shrimpton 
had  wrested  his  treasure.  Star  Eyes  showed 
no  interest  in  his  proceedmgs,  though  when 
he  stopped  work  to  snatch  a  mouthful  of 
the  day's  rations  which  Joey  had  brought 
out,  she  joined  him  and  chatted  freely  about 
her  life  at  the  Red  River  Mission. 

Having  thoroughly  prospected  the  gully, 
Dick  tried  several  of  the  nearest  creeks  with 
varying  results,  but  still  without  n!>ding 
ground  worth  working  s^dtematically.    Enough 


240 


SPECTRE  GOLD. 


J 


I 


traces  of  gold  were  brought  to  light,  how- 
ever, to  confirm  the  auriferous  nature  of  the 
country,  and  to  warrant  the  opinion  that 
somewhere  among  those  solitudes  lay  hid  a 
fair  share  of  the  gold  of  the  world.  Dick 
determined  that  on  the  morrow  he  would 
have  the  scow  moved  higher  up  the  river, 
so  that,  with  his  camp  close  to  the  scene 
of  labour,  he  could  extend  his  researches. 

This  being  settled  in  his  mind,  his 
suggestion  that  they  should  return  to  their 
present  headquarters  for  the  night  was 
received  with  satisfactioa  Joey  had  long 
since  begun  to  tire  of  his  work,  and  Star 
Eyes  had  sho>vn  an  increasing  restlessness 
as  the  day  wore  on,  which  Dick  had 
attributed  to  her  father's  absence,  and 
which  gave  place  at  once  to  an  air  of 
silent  composure  when  they  set  out  for  the 
camp. 

Guided  by  the  bluff  whereon  Dick  had 
suffered  such  a  blow  in  the  morning,  they 
had  no  difficulty  in  striking  their  own  trail, 
and  after  a  toilsome  but  uneventful  march 
over    the    ankle-deep    moss    they   neared    at 
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length  the  inlet  where  the  scow  was  moored. 
On  topping  the  head  of  the  miniature 
ravine  that  led  down  to  their  improvised 
landing-place,  the  first  sight  that  caught 
Dick's  eye  was  Blue  Lightning.  He  was 
sitting  outside  the  shelter  which  he  had 
built  for  his  daughter,  his  long-stemmed  pipe 
between  his  knees  in  full  blast;  but  of  Jake 
Mursell  there  was  no  sign.  At  the  approach 
of  the  trio  the  chief  rose  and  spoke  a  few 
words  in  his  own  language  to  Star  Eyes,  who, 
to  Dick's  astonishment,  broke  into  ringing 
peals  of  laughter  in  which  there  was  more 
of  joyous  relief  than  merriment 

"What  is  it?"  he  asked,  bewildered. 
"  Where  is  Baxter — down  there  in  the 
scow?" 

Blue  Lightning  cast  an  affectionate  glance 
at  the  queer  craft  with  its  thatched  deck- 
house, which  was  his  floating  home. 

"Bad  man  no  sleep  in  scow  again,"  he 
replied.  "Trail  him  back  here;  then  he 
take  all  his  things — much  as  he  could  carry — 
and  make  tracks  for  Circle  City.  I  follow 
on    trail    to  make   sure — five    mile — then    I 
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come  back  to  camp.  Thief  pale-face  gone 
for  good;  we  never  see  him  any  more." 

Dick  flushed  with  sudden  anger.  What 
guarantee  had  he  that  the  erstwhile  salmon- 
packer  had  not  gone  off  on  some  sneaking 
errand  connected  with  the  stolen  hoai'd? 
It  might  very  well  be  that  Circle  City  was 
his  ultimate  destination,  but  might  he  not 
first  visit  some  secret  spot  to  which  he  had 
contrived  on  the  previous  night,  when  they 
were  all  asleep,  to  remove  the  gold?  It  was 
to  prevent  such  a  contingency  that  he  had 
been  loth  to  let  the  man  out  of  his  sight, 
and  he  opened  his  mouth  to  upbraid  Blue 
Lightning  for  his  breach  of  trust 

But  Star  Eyes  touched  him  on  the  arm 
in  time  to  check  the  outburst.  "Do  not 
blame  my  father,"  said  the  girl,  proudly. 
"He  has  served  you  well,  and  will  still  serve 
you.  In  this  business  of  the  gold  cachet 
all  that  he  has  done  has  been  my  doing, 
and  now  that  that  man  has  gone,  Mr. 
Osborne,  let  me  end  your  trouble.  It  was 
I  who  moved  that  gold  from  under  the 
stone." 
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"You I"  was  all  that  Dick  could  utter 
in  his  amazement 

"Yes,  and  it  is  safely  hidden  for  you  not 
ten  miles  from  here  at  a  place  to  which  I 
will  take  you,"  proceeded  Star  Eyes;  "you 
need  not  fear  that  Baxter  has  gone  after  it; 
it  is  not  on  the  trail  to  Circle  City.  Why 
did  I  do  this  ?  your  face  asks.  To  save 
Mr.  Gartside  from  a  temptation  that  he 
himself  feared  might  be  too  jtrong  for  him, 
and  at  his  request.  Come,  while  Joey  builds 
a  fire,  I  will  tell  you  the  story,  so  that 
you  shall  think  better  of  your  friend  and 
of  us  Indian  folk." 

Too  dazed  to  grasp  more  than  the  bare 
fact  that  Shrimpton's  legacy  was  intact,  Dick 
could  only  murmur  vague  thanks  and  follow 
Star  Eyes  to  the  dibria  of  last  night's  fire, 
which  the  carrier  quickly  lighted.  For  once 
Blue  Lightning  abandoned  his  imperturb- 
ability, and,  while  Joey  tossed  driftwood  on 
the  blazing  pile,  sat  drinkmg  m  his  daughter's 
words.  She  told  in  crisp  short  sentences 
how  she  had  overheard  Gartside's  scheme  for 
bargaining  with  Shrimpton,  and  how,  from 
Q  2 
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the  suspicion  thus  engendered,  she  had 
warned  the  sick  man  not  to  confide  in  the 
Englishman  fully. 

"  And  then,"  she  went  on,  "  after  the  White 
Ghost  had  left  us  at  the  settlement  to  return  to 
England,  when  I  could  see  that  Mr.  Gartside 
was  still  worr3dng  ahout  the  gold,  I  told  him 
what  the  sick  man  had  told  me  as  I  tended 
him  on  the  scow.  I  said  that  it  was  true  th%t 
Shrimpton  had  made  a  cachet  of  the  gold  that 
he  had  found ;  and  that,  as  he  had  no  hope  to 
live  to  enjoy  it,  he  had  made  a  plan  of  the  place 
on  the  back  of  a  picture  so  that  he  could  give  it 
to  a  man  in  England  who  had  been  kind  to  him. 
The  picture  was  that  of  the  man  who  was  to 
have  the  gold,  if  he  took  the  trouble  to  come 
out  for  it. 

"  When  Mr.  Gartside  heard  this,  I  could  see 
that  for  some  reason  he  was  very  sorry,  and  he 
said  in  his  strange  way : — *  Star  Eyes,  will  you 
save  me  from  i-obbing  an  old  friend?*  And 
then  he  told  me  that  he  had  searched  the 
White  Ghost  for  a  plan  of  the  cachet,  and  had 
found  it.  The  picture  was  one  of  a  young  man 
who  had  saved  his  life  at  college  in  England, 
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and  now  that  he  knew  that  the  gold  was  meant 
for  his  preserver  he  did  not  wish  to  take  it.  He 
had  marie  a  copy  of  the  plan — it  is  the  one  I 
gave  you  yesterday — and  to  end  his  temptation 
he  put  it  into  my  charge.  I  was  to  keep  it  for 
three  years,  and  then  if  you  did  not  come  out 
to  claim  the  cachet,  he  thought  he  would  be 
Mtly  entitled  to  it. 

"  In  the  spring,  after  the  melting  of  the  ice, 
when  we  were  again  upon  the  Yukon  not  far 
from  here,  he  came  to  me  and  said :  '  Star  Eyes, 
that  gold  of  the  White  Ghost's  draws  me  like  a 
magnet,  and  I  believe  I  could  find  it  without 
the  plan,  for  all  the  figures  are  burned  into  my 
brain.  I  dream  every  night  that  the  spectre  ot 
the  sick  miner  is  beckoning  me  to  go  and  take 
it.  Will  you  once  more  save  me  from  rayself, 
and  move  the  gold  to  a  new  cachet  whero  I 
cannot  find  it  ? ' 

"  Again  I  agreed  to  help  him,  and  while  my 
father  hunted  the  moose  in  this  district  I  hid 
the  gold  in  a  fresh  place,  going  out  to  the  work 
many  nights,  for  there  is  a  great  weight  of  it, 
and  I  earned  it  to  a  distance.  So  not  even  Blue 
Lightning  knew  of  the  new  cachet  till  now,  and 
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Mr.  Gartside,  lest  he  should  be  tempted  to  watch 
me,  went  away  to  Circle  City  for  a  while.  It  is 
certain,  Mr.  Osborne,  that  the  gold  is  still  safe 
where  I  put  it." 

The  many  revulsions  of  feeling  to  which  he 
had  been  subjected  in  the  last  few  hours  had 
shaken  Dick  more  than  he  knew,  and  this  last 
one,  Avith  the  touching  addition  of  his  old 
chum's  hardly-tried  constancy,  well-nigh  un- 
manned him.  He  felt  that  he  could  never 
forgive  himself  for  the  suspicions  he  had 
harboured  on  the  strength  of  Gartside's  manner 
at  their  meeting  on  Lake  Taku.  That  strange- 
ness was  now  fully  accounted  for  by  the  fear 
of  having  to  explain  why  the  gold  had  been 
moved,  and  Dick  well  remembered  how  it  had 
vanished  when  it  was  settled  that  he  should 
go  to  Skagway  instead  of  accompanying  the 
expedition. 

"How  came  you  to  suspect  Baxter?"  said 
Dick,  when  he  had  found  words  to  thank  his 
dusky  guardian-angel.  "  At  least,  I  suppose  it 
was  suspicion  of  him  that  made  you  keep  back 
this  good  news  so  long  ? " 

"  Yes,  that  was  why  I  dared  not  spare  you 
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this  morning's  trouble,"  said  Star  Eyes,  gravely. 
"  It  was  Mr.  Gartside  who  warned  ma  When 
he  came  up  through  the  trees  from  the  lake  to 
your  camp  he  saw  Baicter  feeling  the  pockets  of 
your  coat,  and,  knowing  of  the  plan  that  you 
would  have  with  you,  he  guessed  Baxter  might 
be  after  it." 

"He  didn't  get  it  on  that  occasion,"  said 
Dick.  "  If  he  stole  it,  it  must  have  been  after- 
wards— on  our  journey  down  the  river.  I  have 
racked  my  brains  to  think  how  the  plan  could 
have  been  taken  from  me,  and  the  only  chance 
I  can  remember  to  have  given  was  when  I  was 
dog-tired  after  that  last  portage  on  the  L<»wes. 
I  slept  like  a  log  for  ten  hours  right  off." 

"  Bad  man,  very  fat,  but  he  step  like  panther," 
commented  Blue  Lightning,  sententiously. 

"  Well,"  Star  Eyes  proceeded,  "  I  tried  to  act 
wisely,  and  I  said  in  my  mind — If  Baxter  is 
after  the  gold,  he  will  leave  us  and  make  for 
Circle  City  when  he  finds  the  cachet  empty. 
Then  only  will  it  be  safe  to  tell  of  my  cachet. 
Last  night  he  went  to  the  place ;  and  knowing 
he  could  do  no  harm  I  did  not  have  him 
stopped  when  he  stole  out  of  the  camp.     To-day 
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when  he  asked  so  much  about  Circle  City  I 
knew  that  I  was  right,  and  that,  being  a  lazy 
man,  he  would  not  wait  to  dig  for  gold  he  might 
never  find.  I  told  my  father  to  follow  and 
make  sure  that  he  was  really  gone,  and,  that 
being  so,  I  spoke  out" 

But  the  gentle  Star  Eyes  with  all  her 
kindly  shrewdness  could  not  be  aware  that  the 
"  fat  bad  man  with  the  step  of  a  panther "  had 
another  string  to  his  bow  besides  the  hoard 
which  his  cunning  had  missed.  There  was  still 
Malahide's  blood  money  to  fall  back  upon,  and, 
dreading  his  ruthless  employer  as  he  did,  he 
simply  dared  not  go  back  with  his  mission 
unfulfilled.  It  would  have  been  otherwise  had 
he  been  masUT  of  the  fabulous  sum  which  he 
had  been  led  to  expect  when  Hank  Devine's 
talk  with  Dick,  overheard  whilst  lurking  round 
their  camp  on  the  Pass,  caused  him  to  change 
his  plans  and  treacherously  rid  himself  of  his 
former  allies. 

He  had  intended  to  use  Dick  as  a  guide 
to  the  cachet,  get  possession  of  the  gold  by 
stratagem  to  be  devised  later,  and  then  fiy  to 
some  new  land  where  he  could  enjoy  his  wealth 
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under  a  changed  name.  As  it  was,  he  had  not 
the  me^ns  to  escape  from  the  long  arm  of  the 
man  who  could  send  him  co  twenty-years'  penal 
servitude;  there  was  nothing  for  it  but  for 
him  to  return  and  be  content  with  Malahide's 
reward — a  reward  which  certainly  would  never 
be  paid  if  it  were  not  properly  earned. 

It  was  just  how  to  properly  earn  it  that 
was  occupying  his  serious  attrition,  as  he  sat 
munching  some  of  the  parched  com  he  had 
brought  from  the  scow,  at  a  point  about  three 
miles  from  the  riverside  camp.  He  had  known 
quite  well  that  Blue  Lightning  was  shadowing 
him,  and  as  soon  as  tho  chief  had  abandoned 
the  trail  he  had  come  warily  back  on  his  tracks 
to  within  easy  distance  of  his  prey.  Jake 
Mursell  was  a  soft-living  man  who  val  led  a 
whole  skin,  and  he  found  himself  face  to  face 
with  a  problem;  but  he  arrived  at  a  solution 
at  last,  and  lay  down  to  mature  it  in  the  moas. 

So  it  happened  that,  about  the  darkest  hour 
of  the  long  twilight  that  constituted  the  summer 
night,  a  black  shadow  flitted  again  among  the 
willows  fringing  the  camp,  and  dodging  to  the 
i-ear  of  the  rough  tepe  in  which  Star  Eyes  was 
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sleeping,  worked  down  towards  the  moored 
scow.  In  ignorance  of  any  need  for  watchful- 
ness, and  fatigued  with  the  labours  of  the  previous 
day,  the  whole  party  slumbered  soundly,  intend- 
ing to  be  up  betimes  for  an  early  visit  to  the 
new  cachet  in  the  morning.  Blue  Lightning 
was  stretched  across  the  entrance  of  the  tepe, 
if.nd  Joey  was  huddled  close  to  the  dying  embers 
of  the  fire. 

Twenty  minutes  passed  in  silence,  save  for 
the  lapping  of  the  stream  as  it  eddied  into  the 
inlet ;  and  then  a  great  cry  arose  from  the  scow 
— a  cry  of  mingled  anguish  and  despair,  so 
weirdly  horrible  that  Blue  Lightning's  fingers 
trembled  as  ho  sat  up  and  grasped  his  rifle. 
The  cry  sounded  unearthly  to  the  old  chief — 
"  bad  medicine." 

Possibly  that  was  why  the  two  shots  which 
he  discharged  in  quick  succession  flew  \dde, 
and  the  black  shadow,  seen  only  for  a  moment, 
vanished  among  the  trees. 


261 


CHAPTER   XIV. 


ON      THE      WAR-PATH. 

Till  far  into  the  small  hours  of  their  first 
night  at  Skagway,  sleep  was  impossible  to  Aunt 
Rebecca  and  Beryl  Aaquith.  The  sounds  of 
revelry  from  the  saloons  and  low  gambling 
haunts  were  sufficiently  disquieting ;  and  when, 
shortly  after  midnight,  some  roysterer  on  his 
homeward  way  playfully  emptied  his  revolver 
in  the  air,  the  elder  lady  fairly  broke  down 
and  wept 

"  I  am  a  wicked  old  woman  to  have  allowed 
you  to  come,"  she  cried.  "  I  have  been  in  some 
wild  places  about  the  world,  but  this  beats 
everything.  My  child,  I  ought  to  have  been 
firm — to  have  insisted  on  coming  alone." 

But  Beryl,  pale  and  frightened  as  she  was, 
soothed  her,  showing  how   cruel  would   have 
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been  the  waiting  at  home  while  Dick's  fate  was 
in  doubt  And  then  Hank  Devine  came  to  the 
door  of  the  shanty  and  reassured  them — ^for, 
true  to  his  word,  he  had  moved  his  tent  to  a 
vacant  space  opposite— and  at  last  the  two 
tired  women  slept 

In  the  morning  Aunt  Rebecca  rose  very 
grim  and  stem,  and  determined  that  her  over- 
night's exhibition  of  weakness  should  be  her 
last  What  troubled  her  most  was  that  there 
see-ned  to  be  no  immediate  scope  for  the  energy 
she  was  burning  to  expend.  Her  object  in 
undertaking  the  arduous  journey  had  been, 
primarily,  to  put  an  end  to  Beryl's  suspense, 
and  secondly,  when  it  was  discovered  that  Mala- 
hide  was  proceeding  to  Skagway,  to  protect 
Dick,  by  warning  or  otherwise,  if  he  had  sur- 
vived the  fight,  from  his  rival's  schemes.  The 
importance  of  someone  performing  this  duty 
was  amplified  by  the  post-mark  on  the  envelope 
picked  up  by  Beryl  The  mark  being  the  same 
as  that  on  the  letter  received  by  Mr.  Osborne 
from  Devine,  the  deduction  was  that  Malahide 
had  a  correspondent  in  the  district  where  Dick 
had  so  unaccountably  met  with  deadly  enemies. 
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Could  it  be  that  the  unkempt  stranger 
whom  she  had  driven  away  the  day  before 
was  'a  tool  of  Malahide's  ?  she  wondered,  as  she 
made  her  toilet  before  the  cracked  bit  of  looking- 
glass  that  had  been  one  of  Hank  Devine's  first 
purchases.  The  man  was  English,  the  miner 
had  said,  and  was  a  bad  character.  That  was 
at  least  a  partial  confirmation  of  the  theory, 
and  she  began  to  regret  her  hastiness  in  not 
according  him  an  interview.  It  would  have 
been  wiser,  she  recognised,  to  learn  his  professed 
object,  and  in  so  doing,  perhaps,  to  gain  an 
inkling  to  his  secret  one. 

Having  finished  dressing,  Aunt  Rebecca  left 
Beryl  still  asleep  on  her  pile  of  skins  and  went 
outside,  shutting  the  door  of  the  shanty  behind 
her.  In  the  course  of  all  her  travels,  a  more 
dreary  prospect  than  Skagway  in  the  early 
morning  had  never  disgusted  her  critical  eye. 
Except  a  couple  of  lank-haired  half-breeds 
loping  to  their  work  at  the  wharf,  there  was  no 
human  being  in  sight.  A  few  hungry  dogs 
nosed  amid  the  offal  that  had  been  thrown  into 
the  street.  A  clinging  mist  had  driven  in  from 
the  Lynn  Channel,  covering  the  slushy  fiats 
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with  a  pall  from  which  only  the  nearer  cabins 
and  hovels  stood  out  with  any  distinctness. 
The  broken  bottles  strewn  everywhere,  and  the 
silence,  were  in  curious  contrast  with  the  rowdy 
noises  that  had  kept  her  from  sleep.  They 
invested  the  place  with  an  atmosphere  of  stale 
sinfulness,  suggesting  that  all  Skagway  had  to 
do  in  the  daytime  was  to  recover  from  last 
night's  orgy  in  order  to  prepare  for  the  next 

The  one  redeeming  feature  in  the  squalid 
landscape  was.  to  Aunt  Rebecca's  eyes,  the 
tent  which  Hank  Devine  had  pitched  oppo- 
site. Its  weather-stained  canvas  and  ragged 
flaps  afforded  a  sense  of  security,  which  was 
increased  as  the  yoimg  miner  himself,  his 
vigilance  aroused  by  the  shutting  of  the  door, 
appeared  in  the  entrance.  His  good-humoured 
face  cleared  somewhat  as  he  saw  the  old 
lady,  but  it  still  bore  traces  of  anxiety  while 
he  bade  her  a  cheery  "Momin",  ma'am." 

"I'm  feared  you  and  Miss  Berr'l  ain't  slep' 
partic'lar  sound,"  he  added.  "The  boys  was 
a  bit  on  the  bust  last  night.  They  didn't 
offer  to  come  a-nigh  your  place,  though.  I 
was  ready  for  them  if  so  be  as  they  had." 
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It  was  fortunate  that  Aunt  Rebecca  had 
"seen  the  world."  If  this  had  been  her  first 
trip  to  the  Western  Continent,  she  would 
probably  have  pulled  out  her  purse  and 
alienated  this  good  friend  by  bestowing  a 
largess  upon  him.  As  it  was,  she  know 
enough  to  reply — 

"You  are  a  good  sort,  Mr.  Devine.  Your 
being  at  hand  was  a  great  relief,  though  it 
wasn't  very  pleasant  for  my  niece.  Is 
Skagway  always  so  lively  at  night?  Or  was 
it  a  special  occasion?" 

Trivial  as  the  question  sounded,  it  seemed 
to  exert  some  strange  influence  on  the  work- 
ings of  Hank  Devine's  brain,  which,  though 
shrewd  enough,  was  not  a  fast  piece  of 
mechanism.  He  knitted  his  brows,  and, 
before  answering,  appeared  to  bo  bringing 
all  his  mental  weight  to  bear  on  the  knotty 
point 

"The  boys  are  always  middlin'  rampage- 
ous," he  said  slowly,  and  then  added 
decisively :  "  I  didn't  see  it  that-a-ways  afore ; 
but  now  you  mention,  I  can  tumble  that 
there    might    have   been   a   kind   of 
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racket  last  night.  It  brings  me  to  speak  of 
somethin'  I  spotted  yesterday — somethin'  as 
I  allowed  I  wouldn't  let  on  till  you  and 
Miss  was  rested.  Red  Rube's  back  to 
Skagway." 

"  What !  one  of  the  wretches  who  attacked 
our  poor  boy  ? "  cried  Aunt  Rebecca,  horror- 
struck.  "Can't  we  apply  to  the  police — the 
Sheriff  you  call  it,  I  think — and  have  him 
arrested  at  once?" 

Hank  peered  through  the  mist  for  possible 
listeners. 

"It  don't  do  to  shout  that  kind  of  talk 
here,  ma'am,"  he  said.  "The  Sheriff  of 
Skagway  is  about  the  biggest  old  tough  in 
the  township,  and  no  manner  of  use  to 
honest  folk.  We  must  play  our  own  hand 
in  this  game.  And  I  wasn't  thinking  of  the 
Sheriff.  What  you  put  in  my  mind  to  say 
was  that  I  saw  that  low  feller,  as  wanted 
speech  with  you,  in  the  company  of  Malahide 
yesterday.  They  went  into  Mursell's  together 
jes'  like  brothers.  And  then  Rube  came 
along,  and  went  in  after.  I  guess  someone 
was     standing     liquor     to     celebrate    Rube's 


ON  THE  WAR-PATH. 


257 


return.  And  that  was  what  put  the  devil 
into  the  boys  last  night." 

"Couldn't  you  have  made  sure — by  going 
in  and  mixing  with  them?" 

"My  place  was  right  here,  I  reckon — 
alongside  of  you  ladies,"  repUed  Hank,  look- 
ing hurt  at  the  implied  reproach. 

Aunt  Rebecca  readily  admitted  that  they 
would  have  felt  uncomfortable  without  him, 
and  was  reassured  to  hear  that  he  had  taken 
steps  to  be  informed  of  what  had  occurred 
at  the  saloon.  She  was  proceeding  to  consult 
Hank  how  best  to  ascertain  Gartside's 
relations  with  Malahide,  when  the  miner 
touched  her  on  the  arm,  and  then  placed  a 
cautionary  finger  on  his  lips.  The  figure  of 
of  a  man  was  looming  through  the  fog. 

"It's  that  same  cheap  lot  himself,"  whis- 
pered Hank,  as  soon  as  Gartside  was  near 
enough  for  recognition.  "He's  making  for 
your  cabin,  seemin'ly." 

Stepping  forward  resolutely,  Aunt  Rebecca 

tackled  the  supposed   adversary.      The    crape 

and  trimmings  of  her    mushroom    hat   hung 

limp  in  the  reeking   air,    and    her    shrunken 
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face  was  more  corpse-like  than  usual ;  but 
her  tone,  full  as  ever  of  sharp  command,  and 
her  erect  little  form,  startled  Gartside  into 
a  nervous  halt. 

"  You  were  going  to  my  house  ? "  she  said, 
indicating  with  a  dignified  gesture  the  miser- 
able hovel  opposite. 

"  I  was  about  to  make  another  effort  to 
see  you,  madam,"  replied  Gartside,  recovering 
himself.  "Can  I  have  a  word  with  you  in 
private  ? "  This  with  an  ugly  glance  at 
Devine,  who  was  eyeing  him  contemptuously 
from  the  door  of  his  tent. 

"Yes.  What  is  it?"  said  Aunt  Rebecca, 
moving  a  little  aside  so  that  their  voices 
should  not  disturb  Beryl,  and  throwing  a 
friendly  nod  and  a  shrug  towards  the  miner, 
both  of  which  hurt  Gartside  badly,  and 
nearly  sent  him  away  with  his  word  un- 
spoken. 

"Only  this,'  he  replied,  not  wholly  re- 
straining the  aggressiveness  that  her  attitude 
towards  him  called  up — "only  this,  that  Dick 
Osborne,  in  whom  I  think  you  are  interested, 
is  my  good   friend.      When   you    refused    to 
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receive  me  yesterday,  I  came  to  speak  to  you 
about  him." 

"Humph!  you  sound  like  a  gentleman," 
said  Aunt  Rebecca,  making  a  stodgy  failure 
of  trying  to  tap  with  her  ebony  cane  on  the 
mud  of  Skagway.    "  What  of  Dick  Osborne  ? " 

"  The  news  I  came  to  bring  you  was  that 
he  got  through  that  scrimmage  on  the  Pass 
all  right,"  said  Gartside.  "I  met  him  three 
days  later  on  Lake  Taku.  He  went  on,  all 
well,  and,  with  luck,  should  be  due  back 
here  any  time  now.  At  his  request,  I  wrote 
home  to  his  father  an  account  of  his  safety ; 
but  you  must  hav)  left  before  my  letter 
reached," 

"Good  gracious!  but  I  am  sorry  I  was 
rude  to  you,"  cried  Aunt  Rebecca,  promptly 
spoiling  the  effect  of  her  apology  by  adding 
doubtfully :   "  if  this  is  true." 

Gartside's  sense  of  humour  had  a  battle 
with  his  annoyance,  and  he  broke  into  one 
of  his  queer  laughs. 

"Hang    it    all,    but   you    might    make    it 
easier  for  me,"  he  said.      "It  required   some 
resolution    to   face   you  after  that  rebuff.     I 
R  2 
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shouldn't  have  made  the  attempt  if  your 
quite  reasonable  distaste  for  my  appearance 
hadn't  led  to  what  may  prove  an  awkward 
mistake — for  Dick." 

And  he  proceeded  to  relate  how,  being 
under  the  impression  that  Malahide  was  one 
of  the  party — an  impression  fostered  by 
Malahide  himself — ^he  had  imparted  to  him 
the  secret  of  Dicks  survival;  how,  as  the 
day  sped  on  and  Malahide  abstained  from 
going  near  the  hut  where  the  ladies  were 
lodged,  his  suspicions  were  aroused;  how  they 
were  increased,  if  not  confirmed,  by  seeing 
Malahide  scrape  acquaintance  with  Red  Rube, 
the  notorious  ruffian  with  whom  rumour 
associated  the  attack  on  Dick. 

"U  I  have  done  the  gentleman  an  in- 
justice, please  write  me  down  an  ass,  and 
think  no  more  about  it,"  he  concluded. 
"What  chiefly  moved  me  to  seek  you  out 
was  his  anxiety  that  I  should  keep  my  news 
of  Dick  from  you.  When  I  came  to  think 
it  over,  it  seemed  too  unnecessarily  brutal 
to  be  the  act  of  a  friend." 

In  her  conflict  of  emotions,  Aunt  Rebecca 
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was  making  such  horrible  grimaces  that 
Gartside  could  not  judge  whether  he  had 
done  right  or  wrong;  but  she  soon  put  the 
matter  at  rest  by  calling  to  Hank  Devine. 

"This  gentleman  is  a  friend,  after  all," 
she  said,  as  the  miner  joined  them— his  face 
a  picture  of  amazement  at  her  reference  to 
the  whilom  suspect.  "I  am  getting  silly  in 
my  old  age.  It  was  all  my  fault  that  he 
was  in  that  scoundrel's  company." 

"That  so?"  replied  Hank,  thawmg  but 
slowly. 

But  when  the  news  of  Dick's  safety  was 
repeated  to  him  with  Gartside's  reasons  for 
jealously  guarding  the  secret  which  had  been 
so  unfortunately  divulged  to  Malahide,  he  jerked 
forward  a  sinewy  hand. 

"You  and  me've  got  to  shake,  Mister,"  he 
said. 

But  it  was  the  Englishman's  turn  to  assert 
himself  Drawing  up  his  slight  figure  with  a 
dignity  that  was  in  ludicrous  contrast  with  his 
attire,  he  kept  his  hands  in  his  pockets. 

"  Pray  don't  run  away  with  the  notion  that 
you  have  been  cutting  me"  he  repHed.    " Why 
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did  you  desert  my  friend  Mr.  Osborne,  and  send 
home  a  misleading  report  about  him,  when  you 
must  have  known  from  the  letter  he  nailed  to 
the  tree  on  the  plateau  that  he  was  all  right, 
and  gone  on  ?  I  don't  blame  you  for  bringing 
the  girl  back  here  first ;  but  you  might  at  least 
have  followed  Mr.  Osborne,  and  abstained  from 
harrowing  his  people,  when  you  had  clear 
evidence  of  his  being  alive." 

"  As  God  is  my  judge,  there  was  no  letter 
on  the  plateau  when  I  searched  it,"  murmured 
Hank  hoarsely     "  I'm  not  that  kind  of  man." 

There  was  no  mistaking  the  genuine  ring 
in  the  assertion,  and  it  carried  Gartside's  quick 
wits  back  to  the  plausible  white  man  whom  he 
had  found  with  Dick,  and  mistrusted  at  sight. 

"  I  believe  you,"  he  said,  "  but  I  am  not 
altogether  glad  to  do  it  The  abstraction  of 
that  letter  points  to  foul  play — makes  me  fear 
thai  Dick  Osborne  had  other  dangers  ahead  of 
him.  Do  you  know  a  man  named  Baxter  who 
travelled  up  in  the  same  ship  from  Victoria  ? " 

"  Yes,  and  didn't  cotton  on  to  him,"  replied 
Hank. 

"  Well,  perhaps  you  will  be  surprised  to  hear 
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that  he  was  with  Osborne — about  to  go  the  trip 
with  him — when  I  met  them.  He  seems  to 
have  appeared  in  a  mysterious  way  in  the 
middle  of  the  fight,  and  to  have  disposed  of 
most  of  the  assailants  by  a  trick.  I  didn't 
cotton  to  the  chap  either.  He  must  have 
removed  the  letter.    And  it  looks  ugly." 

"  I'll  bet  'twas  him,"  said  Hank,  clasping  the 
hand  which  Gartside  now  ofTered  him.  "I'd 
rather  have  been  accounted  a  liar  than  hear  he 
was  in  it." 

Aunt  Rebecca,  who  had  been  chafing  while 
the  two  men  adjusted  their  silent  quarrel,  was 
now  much  perturbed  at  this  discounting  of 
Dick's  probable  safety.  But  her  eagerness  to 
be  enlightened  as  to  "Baxter,"  was  cut  short 
by  the  sound  of  running  footsteps.  A  moment 
later  Vick  Mursell,  bareheaded,  damp,  and 
breathless,  emerged  from  the  mist  and  joined 
the  group. 

"There's  a  heap  to  tell  about  that  English 
feller  up  to  our  place,  an'  Red  Rube,"  she  began. 
"I've  shaddered  'em  better'n  a  detective  in  a 
dime  novel.    An' " 

"  Git  in  there  with  you,  then,  and  bide  still," 
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whispered  Hank,  unceremoniously  pushing  his 
sweetheart  into  the  tent  "Here's  the  galoot 
himself  comin'  up  street.  He  mustn't  see  you 
along  of  us." 

His  keen  eyes  had  caught  sight  of  Malahide, 
easily  distinguishable  by  his  dress,  advancing 
from  the  opposite  direction,  and  he  was  only 
just  in  time  to  conceal  Vick's  presence. 

Picking  his  way  towards  them  through 
the  slush,  Dick's  rival  could  not  repress  a 
frown  at  seeing  Gartside  with  Aunt  Rebecca; 
but  he  raised  his  hat  to  the  latter  with 
hib  usual  politeness,  the  salute  being  received 
with  the  customaiy  frigid  glare.  The  sight 
of  him,  however,  after  his  attempt  to  hush 
up  the  news  of  Dick,  was  too  much  for 
her,  and  she  broke  into  a  torrent  of  abuse. 

At  the  sound  of  her  aunt's  voice,  Beryl, 
who  in  the  meanwhile  had  risen  and  dressed 
herself,  appeared  at  the  door  of  the  cabin. 

"Don't  be  alarmed,  my  child.  I  was  only 
giving  this  person  a  piece  of  my  mind,"  cried 
the  old  lady,  running  to  her.  "What  do  you 
think  he " 

But   Malahide,  who   had   already   guessed 
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from  Gartside's  presence  that  there  had  been 
a  hitch  in  his  programme,  adroitly  forestalled 
her. 

"I  came  out  early  to  give  you  something 
better    than    a     piece    of    my    mind,    Miss 
Asquith,"  he  said,  with  just  the  right  amount 
of  latent  irony.      "I   had  very  good  reasons 
for     not     divulging    it    yesterday  —  in     Mr. 
Osborne's  interests;  but  let  me  be  the  first  to 
break  it    to    you.      There  is  cause  for    hope 
that  he  is  alive  and  well.    As  I  see  that  I  am 
persistently    misjudged,    I    will    not    intrude 
upon   you    further."      And  showing   no    sign 
that  his  hand  had  been  forced,  he  vanished 
in  the  fog. 

No  sooner  was  he  out  of  sight  than  Hank 
dived  mto  the  tent  and  produced  Vick 
MurselL  The  girl  was  trembling  with  ex- 
citement, and  had  evidently  had  much  ado  to 
restrain  an  impulse  to  rush  out  and  accuse 
Malahide. 

"  What  have  you  larned,  my  gal  ? "  asked 
her  lover.  "Don't  give  us  the  trimmin's. 
Jes'  sling  out  the  pith  of  it" 

"That    Mallyhide    is  a    reg'lar    down-east 
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sharp,"  she  answered.  "He's  took  up  with 
Red  Rube,  and  bought  *en  a  horse.  So 
much  I  got  by  speerin'  and  listenin'  yester- 
day. And  this  morning  early  he  started 
Rube,  a-horseback,  out  along  the  plank  road 
to  the  Pass.  Tboy  was  talkin',  talkin'  ever 
so  cunnin',  up  to  the  saloon  afore  Rube 
cleared  out,  an'  I  couldn't  catch  nothin'  of  it 
they  come  sep'rit,  or  together?' 
'Sep'rit,  most  like,  seein',  as  I 
reckon,  one's  been  bestin'  the  other.  But, 
sfep'rit  or  together,  you  must  settle  'em  both 
ef  you  want  what  I've  promised,'  says  Mally- 
hide.  'Pears  to  me  Rube's  gwine  to  lay  for 
that  Englishman  on  the  Pass— an'  someone 
else  'swell" 

After  what  had  transpired,  Vick's  informa- 
tion culled  up  no  surprise ;  but  it  was 
valuable,  as  showing  the  need  for  prompt 
action.  Dick  might  be  expected  any  day, 
and  it  was  imperative  that  he  should  be  put 
on  his  guard.  So  much  was  in  the  mind  of 
everyone.  And  when  Hank  broke  the  silence 
that  followed,  it  was  with  the  practical  sug- 
gestion : 
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"  There'll  be  someone  layin'  for  Rube,  I 
giiess.  I'm  main  glad  I  can  trust  the  ladies 
with  you,  Gartside,  for  I'u^  ,  ff  to  the  Pass  on 
the  war-path.  It'll  be  that  schemer  at  Mur- 
sell's  you'll  have  to  mo  ^,ly  \vatch  for;  but 
don't  forgit  to  shoot  if  anyona  vexes  them." 

And  half  un  hour  later  ho  was  on  his  way 
to  the  mountains,  taking  only  his  arms  and 
enough    food    to    last    him    three    days.       In 
passing    through    the    canyon    he    caught    a 
glimpse  of  a  horse  tethered  among  the  rocks 
at  the  foot  of  the  cliff,  within  rifle  shot  '^f  the 
dangling  rope;    and    having,   no    doubt    that 
Rube    was    camped    there,    he    avoided    the 
direct  route  up   the  precipice,  and,  by  dint  of 
a  long  cUmb,  reached  the  higher  level  unseen. 
Then    he    pressed    on    over    the    Pass    and 
camped    a    little    below  the    summit    on   the 
other  side. 
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A      USEFUL      ROPE. 

To  Aunt  Rebecca,  and  to  Beryl  when  she  had 
been  assured  of  the  truth  of  Malahide's  forced 
information,  the  fact  of  Dick's  safety  from  a 
known  danger  eclipsed  for  the  moment  their 
anxiety  about  one  that  only  threatened. 
Gartside  took  possession  of  Hank's  tent,  and, 
having  been  put  at  his  ease,  exerted  himself 
to  lighten,  so  far  as  he  could,  their  experi- 
ence of  a  "frame-built  township."  It  helped 
greatly  to  instil  a  dawning  sense  of  self- 
respect  in  the  wanderer  that  Beryl  remem- 
bered hearng  Dick  often  speak  of  him  in  his 
collegd  days,  and  he  touched  the  women's 
hearts  by  his  evident  enjo3rment  of  bein^, 
treated  as  a  friend. 

In    the    meanwhile,    Malahide,    fuming   at 
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the  defection  of  Gartside,  and  at  a  loss  to 
account  for  it,  awaited  the  result  of  his  dis- 
positions in  no  enviable  frame  of  mind.  There 
was  no  certainty  how  long  he  might  have 
to  wait  for  Dick's  return  from  a  twelve- 
hundred  mile  journey  open  to  so  many  mis- 
chances, and  the  hard  fare  and  rough  life  on 
the  riverside  flats  irked  him.  After  twenty- 
four  hours  of  Skagway,  he  was  in  a  hurry  to 
have  done  with  it  all,  and  And  himself  amid 
the  luxuries  of  his  own  mansion  once  more. 

But  that  could  not  be  till  he  was  certain 
that  his  ends  had  been  accomplished;  and 
there  were  other  grounds  for  uneasiness, 
besides  the  possibility  of  Red  Rube  missing 
his  aim.  It  was  not  unlikely  that  Dick 
Osborne  would  return  to  civilisation  vid  St. 
Michael's,  in  which  case  the  lurker  on  the 
Pass  would  wait  for  him  in  vain.  Against 
this  theory  there  was  to  be  placed  Gartside's 
presence  in  Skagway,  and  Dick's  natural 
desire  to  see  his  friend  on  his  way  home. 
But  still,  to  a  man  who  never  left  anything 
to  chance  if  it  could  be  helped,  the  outlook 
was    sufliciently   disquieting.     Moreover,  there 
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was  Jake  Mursell  to  be  reckoned  with — the 
faithless  Jake  whose  treachery,  described  to 
him  in  lurid  language  by  Red  Rube,  had 
driven  all  his  plans  askew. 

The  steamer  that  had  brought  him  was 
still  lying  at  the  wharf,  and,  having  pur- 
chased the  Mendship  of  the  captain,  he  spent 
most  of  that  day  and  the  following  night  on 
board.  But  the  next  morning  the  boat  was 
due  to  sail,  and  Malahide's  reprieve  from  the 
miseries  of  Skagway  came  to  an  end  when 
her  bell  rang  for  departure.  Shuddering  at 
the  prospect  of  days,  and  perhaps  weeks,  at 
"  Mother  Mursell's  Hotel,"  he  descended  to 
the  sloppy  wharf  and  watched  the  steamer 
work  her  way  down  the  river,  with  a  sinking 
at  his  heart  that  was  new  to  it. 

He  was  about  turning  away,  in  despair 
how  to  kill  time,  when  another  steamer 
rounded  into  the  river,  and,  passing  the  out- 
going one,  headed  for  the  wharf  Malahide 
at  once  decided  to  wait  for  her  arrival;  and 
when  he  learned  from  one  of  the  half-breed 
loungers  that  she  was  from  the  north,  his 
idle  curiosity  gave  place  to  active  interest.    It 
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was  just  possible  that  one,  or  both,  of  the 
men  upon  whose  arrival  his  stay  in  that 
squalid  hole  depended  had  come  down  in  her 
from  St.  Michael's. 

Recognising  the  importance  of  not  being 
visible  if  Dick  was  on  board,  he  stepped 
behind  a  stack  of  lumber  whence  he  could  see 
without  being  seen  from  the  steamer's  deck. 
There  were  a  score  of  passengers  clustered  in 
the  bows,  miners  going  south  from  the  Circle 
City  diggings;  and,  with  his  binoculars,  Mala- 
hide  eagerly  scanned  the  row  of  rugged  faces, 
without  finding  those  he  sought.  Then, 
sweeping  his  focus  to  the  afterpart  of  the 
vessel,  he  saw  Jake  Mursell  standing  apart, 
and  alone. 

Malahide  shut  the  glasses  with  a  sigh  of 
relief,  and  drew  back  so  that  he  could  take  the 
unconscious  Jake  more  completely  by  surprise. 

*•  This  is  better  than  having  to  deal  with  two 
at  once,"  he  muttered.  "  And — who  knows  ? — 
perhaps  Jake,  in  playing  his  own  hand,  has 
played  mine  too.  The  rascal!  To  think  that, 
with  my  grip  on  him,  he  has  dared  to  put  me 
second  in  the  game.      I  wonder  whether  he 
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has  gained  the  prize  that  tempted  him  to  throw 
me  over." 

But  there  were  no  signs  of  increased  pro- 
sperity about  Jake  as  he  came  ashore.  Indeed, 
he  looked  much  the  worse  for  wear  both  in  body 
and  in  clothes.  Nor  were  there  any  signs  of 
his  employer's  recently  expressed  sentiments  as 
Malahide  stepped  up  behind  and  clapped  him 
on  the  shoulde  ,  saying — 

"  Well,  Mursell !  I  have  come  out  to  look 
after  you,  you  see." 

Jake  faced  round,  gone  white  about  the 
flabby  gills,  but  he  managed  to  keep  his  facial 
muscles  and  his  voice  under  control. 

"You  positively  made  me  jump,"  he  said, 
with  a  tentative  smile  that  broadened  as  he 
found  no  trace  of  anger  in  Malahide's  eyes. 
"Couldn't  you  trust  your  humble  servant  to 
put  the  job  through,  despite  appearances  ? " 

"  Is  it  put  through  ? "  said  Malahide. 

"  It  is,"  was  Jake's  reply. 

So  pregnant  were  those  two  words  with 
fateful  meaning  that  the  pair  walked  on  a  few 
paces  in  silence,  Jake  instinctively  turning  his 
steps  towards  his  mother's  saloon.    Very  soon 
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Malahide  perceived  this,  and,  abandoning  the 
triumphant  train  of  thought  that  the  other's 
news  had  called  up,  halted  in  the  muddy  track. 
He  had  not  acquainted  Mother  Mursell  with  the 
fact  that  he  knew  her  son,  and  he  had  his 
reasons — ^very  special  reasons — why  she  should 
not  see  them  in  company.  He  guessed,  from 
his  assumption  of  a  false  name,  that  Jake  was 
not  known  by  the  limited  Skagway  public  to  be 
related  to  the  saloor  keeper. 

"  Look  here,  Jake.  I  want  to  be  posted  in 
exactly  what  has  occurred,"  he  said  pleasantly. 
"There  are  complications.  Two  of  Osborne's 
womenkind  are  here,  and  I  am  more  or  less  on 
my  defence.  How  was  it  that  you  did  not 
follow  up  that  letter  with  a  further  account? 
Where  have  you  been  all  this  time  ? " 

The  question  was  a  great  relief  to  Jake,  who 
was  in  dread  lest  Malahide  should  have  met 
Gartside  and  learned — as  indeed  he  had — of  his 
thwarting  Red  Rube's  attack,  after  instigating  it. 

"  I  have  had  a  fearful  experience,"  he  replied. 
"  That  business  on  the  Pass  was  bungled,  through 
no  fault  of  mine.  I  had  to  go  on  with  him  down 
the  Yukon  before  I  got  my  chance." 
s 
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"Poor  Jake!  I  expected  something  like 
that  would  be  it,"  said  Malahide  kindly.  "  There 
was  no  gold,  eh  ? " 

"Not  a  grain,"  replied  Jake.  "We  found 
the  place  right  enough;  but  if  the  gold  was 
ever  there,  someone  had  lifted  it"  And  he 
could  not  quite  restrain  the  anger  from  blazing 
up  m  his  eyes  as  his  thoughts  went  back  to  the 
empty  cachet. 

"I  knew  that  would  prove  a  cock-and-bull 
stoiy,"  commented  Malahide,  noting,  but 
ignoring  his  emotion.  "And  now,  Jake,  I 
have  only  been  here  a  few  hours,  and  I 
cannot  stay.  I  should  like  to  go  in  that 
steamer  and  get  back  to  England.  You  had 
your  breakfast  on  board  ship,  I  suppose  ? 
Well,  then,  I  was  going  to  propose  that  you 
should  come  straight  out  to  the  Pass  with 
me  and  show  me  the  ground  where  that 
fight  took  place.  There  is  a  miner  named 
Devine  foregathering  with  the  women  I 
spoke  of,  and,  under  his  tuition,  they  make 
allegations  which  I  must  be  able  to  rebut." 

Jake  was  only  too  eager  to  oblige;  and 
when    he    came    to    think    of    it,    a    direct 
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approach  to  his  mother's  saloon  did  not 
recommend  itself  to  him.  While  he  had 
been  on  his  travels,  Red  Rube  might  have 
returned  to  his  usual  haunts,  and  his  one 
hope  was  to  get  into  and  out  of  Skagway 
without  meeting  the  desperado.  Had  it  not 
been  for  a  couple  of  spare  suits  of  clothes 
which  he  had  left  at  the  "hotel,"  of  which 
he  stood  in  sore  need,  he  would  not  have 
landed  at  all 

Turning  into  the  miry  waggon  track  that 
skirts  the  river  towards  the  Pass,  he  sought 
to  set  his  mind  at  rsst  on  that  point. 

"You  must  be  staying  at  the  old  girl's 
shop,"  he  said  to  his  companion.  "Do  you 
chance  to  have  noticed  a  red-headed  man, 
name  of  Rube,  among  the  customers  ?." 

"Yes,"  was  the  reply.  "He's  in  there 
now,  I  think.     Why  do  you  ask?" 

"It's  part  of  my  yarn,"  said  Jake,  hasten- 
ing his  steps  and  casting  a  nervous  glance 
at  the  saloon.  "  He  was  the  chief  of  the 
boys  I  engaged  for  that  affair — the  only  one 
Avho  car  e  out  of  it  alive." 

"  Indeed !  returned  Malahide,  gnawing 
s  2 


'£'■ 
# 


276 


SPECTRE  GOLD. 


-f 


ll 


K 


n 


his  moustache  to  prevent  the  snarling 
chuckle  that  curled  his  lip.  "He  seemed  to 
be  an  uncommonly  hard  case.  I  understand 
ho  was  at  Skagway  looking  for  someone 
who  had  bested  him." 

"That  would  be  Osborne,"  said  Jake,  in 
a  faint,  thin  voice  that  belied  his  words. 
And  again  he  quickened  his  pace  so  vigor- 
ously that  for  the  first  half-mile  he  had  no 
breath  for  his  promised  explanation. 

Malahide,  with  his  full  knowledge  from 
Gartside  and  Red  Rube  of  what  had  hap- 
pened on  the  plateau,  made  no  attempt  to 
hurry  it.  Indeed,  what  Jake  might  say  had 
but  little  concern  for  him  after  that  brief 
reply  to  his  first,  all-important  question. 
Rather  were  his  thoughts  occupied  with  how 
best  to  reap  the  most  sure  and  swift  advan- 
tage from  the  tardy  deed  done  by  his 
recalcitrant  tool  out  m  the  wilderness.  And 
as  for  the  tool  himself — well,  old  tools  that 
had  done  their  work  indifferently  were  best 
thrown  away. 

He    was    well    equipped   for   walking,  was 
this  cynical  employer,   and   he    looked   down 
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with  amusement  at  the  broken  boots  that 
testified  to  the  truth  of  his  companion's 
travels.  At  every  step  the  pasty  mud 
squashed  in  and  out  of  the  gaping  seams 
with  a  wheezy  sound  that  kept  time  with 
Jake's  plethoric  breathing.  They  formed  a 
curious  contrast— the  tall,  well-clad  man  in 
knickerbockers  and  stockings,  and  the  short, 
threadbare  one,  whose  sole  object  seemed  to 
be  to  place  the  greatest  possible  distance 
between  himself  and  the  murky  doorway  of 
his  mother's  saloon.  In  still  greater  contrast 
were  both  of  them  "  the  scarce-trodden 
waggon  track  on  which  they  were  the  only 
travellers  from  the  straggling  hovels  behind 
to  the  majestic  solitudes  of  the  mountain 
Pass  ahead. 

Since  then  a  few  short  months  have  made 
all  the  difference.  So  many  strange  beings 
throng  the  dreary  riverside  road  that  the 
sense  of  contrast  has  been  lost.  Weird 
humanit)%  drawn  by  the  gold  which,  five 
hundred  miles  beyond  that  first  mighty 
barrier,  had  brought  these  two  to  the  spot, 
has  swamped  the  face  of  Nature. 
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At  length  Jake  slackened  speed  and  began 
his  tale.  In  one  salient  fact,  and  in  one  im- 
portant omission  only,  did  it  differ  from  the 
actual  truth.  He  said  nothing  about  the  con- 
firmatory talk  about  the  gold  which  he  had 
overheard  while  prowling  round  Dick  and 
Devine's  camp  on  the  Pass,  and  he  changed 
the  personality  of  the  man  who  had  dislodged 
the  trunk  bridge. 

"During  the  night,"  he  said,  "I  crept  over 
from  the  other  side  of  the  chasm  on  to  the 
plateau,  and  laid  up  among  the  rocks,  so  as 
to  get  a  chance  to  cut  the  rope.  But  they 
guarded  it  so  closely  that  I  got  no  show  till 
after  the  firing  began  and  Devine  and  the 
girl  had  gone  down.  Then  I  managed  to  do 
the  trick,  unseen  by  Osborne,  who  was 
engaged  in  returning  Rube  and  company's 
fire.  I  thought  we  had  got  him  fairly 
crabbed,  and  the  boys  started  to  rush  in  on 
him  over  the  trunk,  when — would  you  believe 
it! — the  young  beggar  cleared  the  decks  at 
a  sweep,  by  tipping  the  log  into  the  hole  - 
while  they  were  crossing.  Rube  dropped  his 
gim   down    the   chasm    and    clambered    back, 
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but,  being  unarmed,  he  skedaddled  among 
the  boulders. 

"As  I  was  now  in  a  minority,  I  had  to  do 
the  best  I  could  for  myself — ard  for  you. 
Osborne  was  in  a  shooting  mood,  but  I  got 
him  to  believe  that  I  had  come  out  on 
purpose  to  warn  him.  And  since  he  was 
bent  on  pushing  on,  I  gammoned  him  into 
letting  me  go  too.  I  took  the  precaution  to 
pull  down  a  letter  he  nailed  to  a  tree  saying 
he  was  all  right,  so  that  I  might  have  him 
all  to  myself  up  yonder,  which  was  why 
Devine  didn't  follow. 

"On  the  lake  he  fell  in  with  a  couple  of 
Indians,  and  we  went  north  with  them — the 
most  ghastly  trip  you  can  imagine — shooting 
rapids  and  bumping  rocks  till,  honestly,  I 
wished  I  could  chuck  it.  But  there  was  no 
choice.  I  had  to  go  on  till  I  was  near 
enough  to  Circle  City  to  quit  the  country 
that  way,  for  I  could  never  have  made  my 
way  back  up  the  river  to  this  end  alone, 
even  if  I  had  had  a  boat." 

"  Yes,  but  what  about  the  finish  ? " 
asked     Malahide,    gauging    the    fast    lessen- 
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ing  distance  to  the  mountains  with  a  critical 
eye. 

"  The  finish  ?  Ah,  yes — the  finish,"  replied 
Jake,  with  an  involuntary  shudder.  "It  came 
the  night  after  he  discovered  that  he  had  been 
on  a  fool's  errand.  I  kidded  them  that  I  had 
done  a  bolt  for  Circle  City,  and  then  T 
crept  back.  He  was  sleeping  on  a  sort  c 
covered  raft,  the  Indians  being  ashore,  and  I 
stole  on  board.  He  woke  just  as  I  was  going 
for  him,  and  put  his  knife  into  my  shoulder, 
but  I  settled  him  right  enough.  Then  I  had 
to  nm  the  gauntlet  of  that  cursed  Indian's 
Winchester,  and  only  escaped  by  a  miracle. 
In  three  days  I  was  at  Circle  City,  and  came 
down  by  the  next  boat.  How's  that  for 
zeal  ?    Haven't  I  earned  my  reward  ? " 

"Oh,  yes,  most  faithful  servant,  you  have 
earned  your  reward.  Never  fear  but  what  you 
will  receive  it ! "  said  Malahide.  "  So  it  was  on 
the  very  day  when  the  cachet  was  found  empty 
that  you  got  your  chance  ?    Singular ! " 

There  was  a  note  of  irony  in  the  tone  that 
seemed  to  spray  Jake's  spine  with  a  douche  of 
ice-cold  water,  and  he  halted  irresolute. 
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gospel,    what    I'm    telling   you,"    he 
"Why    are   you    bringing   me   out 


"  It's 
whined, 
here  ? " 

"Don't  be  a  fool;  I  have  given  you  my 
reason,"  replied  Malahide;  and,  the  st'onger 
nature  prevailing,  Jake  went  on  again,  babbling 
of  the  hardships  he  had  suffered  and  of  the 
delights  of  seeing  the  Strand  once  more.  But 
now  and  again  he  cast  a  furtive  anxious  upward 
glance  at  the  tall  man  striding  at  his  side,  and 
once  or  twice  his  cunning  eyes  dwelt  curiously 
on  his  patron's  lithe  form  as  though  taking  the 
measure  of  it — with  a  view  to  eventualities. 

So  at  length  they  came  to  the  foothills  of 
the  Pass,  and  after  another  hour's  climb  from 
the  termination  of  the  road  entered  the  gloomy 
box  canyon  which  was  blocked  at  the  upper  end 
by  the  sheer  scarp  of  cliffs.  It  devolved  on 
Jake,  from  his  previous  expeiience  of  the  route, 
to  act  as  guide,  and  he  pointed  out  with  unction 
the  dangling  rope,  giving  access  to  the  plateau 
above,  and  long  since  restored  to  its  original 
position.  In  pleased  remembrance  of  his  wily 
prowess  in  cutting  off  Hank  Devine's  return, 
he  forgot  his  nervousness,  and  bragged  of  the 
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exploit  as  they  stumbled  upwards  over  the 
broken  ground. 

"It's  a  useful  rope,"  said  Malahide  dryly, 
looking  about  him  searchingly  among  the  rocks 
on  either  hand. 

Again  there  was  a  metallic  ring  in  the 
commonplace  words  that  filled  Jake  with  the 
strangest  sensations,  but  before  he  had  time  to 
analyse  them  he  was  thrilled  with  a  fresh  one 
about  which  there  was  no  doubt.  He  was 
transfixed  with  terror.  Red  Rube  had  stepped 
out  between  a  couple  of  boulders,  and  was 
standing  ten  paces  away  fully  in  the  path.  At 
sight  of  Jake  the  big  ruffian's  face  was  convulsed 
with  fury  and  his  rifle  butt  flew  to  his  shoulder. 

"I've  brought  you  one  of  them,  Rube,  you 
see,"  said  Malahide,  with  the  air  of  having 
arranged  a  pleasant  party.  "  I  shouldn't  shoot, 
though,  if  I  were  you.  He  seems  to  take  quite 
a  pride  in  that  rope.     Wouldn't  it — eh  ? " 

Growling  like  some  savage  beast,  the  des- 
perado assented,  and  keeping  his  rifle  levelled, 
advanced  on  the  trembling  wretch,  whose  cries 
for  mercy  began  to  resound  among  the  rocks. 
Jake  Mursell  might  <^s  well  have  appealed  to 
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the  looming  sides  of  the  canyon  as  to  the  flinty 
hearts  of  those  who  quickly  had  him  in  grip. 
In  a  trice  the  pistol  which  he  feebly  tried  to 
draw  was  knocked  from  his  quaking  hands; 
Rube  was  upon  him  like  an  avalanche,  and  he 
was  dragged,  whimpering  now  hopelessly,  to 
the  foot  of  the  precipice,  where  the  rope  hung 
gently  swaying  in  the  mountain  breeze  two  feet 
off  the  ground. 

A  minute  later  it  tautened,  and  a  hoarse 
laugh  went  echoing  down  the  canyoa 
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MOTHER  MURSELL  IS  MATERNAL. 

Red  Rube  and  Malahide  stood  callously  watch- 
ing, and  presently  the  latter  said : — 

"  There  will  be  no  need  for  you  to  stay  out 
here  longer ;  I  have  had  news  of  the  other  one 
— the  right  sort  of  news.  You  will  be  paid  just 
the  same  " 

"  Then,  boss,  I  guess  I'll  cut  that  carrion 
down  and  sling  it  into  one  of  them  holes," 
replied  the  desperado.  "It's  only  a  lynching 
job — payin'  him  out  for  what  he  gone  done  to 
my  mates — but  it  might  raise  a  muss  to  leave 
him  there." 

But  he  had  only  carried  out  the  first  part, 
of  the  proceeding  when  the  sound  of  voices 
wafted    from    the    plateau    high    above    their 
heads  caused  them  to  step  back  among  the 


MOTHER  MURSELL  IS  MATERNAL.  285 


A:- 


I  /;, 


boulders  and  peer  upwards  from  their  hiding 
place.  Malahide  had  no  mind  to  be  found  in 
such  company,  living  and  dead,  but  Rube 
reassured  him.  The  voices  were  probably 
those  of  coastwise  Indians  returning  from  the 
Lakes,  or  at  most  of  "  boys,"  who  would  think 
nothing  of  such  a  trifling  incident  as  the 
taking-off  of  Jake  Mursell. 

A  moment  later  it  seemed  that  Rube's 
surmise  was  to  be  verified,  for  an  Indian 
slung  himself  over  the  brink  by  the  rope, 
and  began  to  descend.  His  progress  was 
slow,  for  he  was  laden  with  great  packages  of 
moose  hide,  girt  about  his  body,  the  evident 
weight  of  which  made  it  difficult  for  him  to 
secure  foothold,  aided  though  he  was  by  the 
rope. 

"Didn't  I  say!"  exclauned  Rube.  "He's 
only  a  Siwash  carrier,  totin*  peltries  for  some 
galoot  that's  been  hunting,  back  to  the 
Lakes." 

Malahide  watched  the  struggles  of  the 
Indian  with  careless  amusement.  Nothing 
mattered  much  to  him  now  that  he  had 
gained  his  end  in  making  that  wild  journey; 
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and  he  was  prepared  to  enjoy  the  remainder 
of  it  as  a  harmless  tourist,  trusting  to  time 
and  opportunity  to  secure  his  ultimate  purpose. 
And  then,  chancing  to  look  higher,  to  where 
the  tall  pine  overhung  the  brink,  he  saw  that 
he  had  not  gained  his  end  after  all  Grasp- 
ing the  rope,  and  making  ready  to  follow  the 
Indian  down  the  cliff-side,  was  Dick  Osborne, 
alive  and  well,  and  also  heavy  laden. 

Realising  that  Jake  had  either  lied  to  him 
or  bungled  his  work,  Malahide  cast  a  furious 
glance  at  his  dead  instrument,  that  would 
have  brought  him  to  life  again  for  the  wreak- 
ing of  a  second  vengeance  had  it  been  possible. 
Then,  recognising  that  the  j;ame  was  still  on 
the  board,  he  set  himself  to  play  the  card  that 
he  had  "readied,"  thanking  his  stars  that  it 
was  still  available.  The  card  was  Red  Rube's 
Winchester. 

•'See  there?"  he  whispered.  "There's  been 
a  mistake.  There  is  Osborne  coming  down. 
You  must  shoot  him,  and  I  can't  afford  to 
have  you  miss,  mind.  We  can  take  the  carrier 
afterwards.  That  will  be  the  gold  they're 
bringing — curse  him!" 
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"  I  guess  I'll  hev  to  show,  to  make  sartin, 
but  that  won't  matter  as  there's  on'y  them 
two,  and  we're  gwine  to  settle  them  both," 
said  Rube.  "And  I'll  hev  to  wait  till  he's 
furder  down  afore  I  kin  draw  a  bead  on  him 
proper." 

"  Do  it  your  own  way,  so  long  as  you  kiliy 
breathed  Malahide. 

The  prospect  of  gold-plunder,  in  addition  to 
his  promised  reward,  fired  the  murderous 
ruffian  to  use  his  best  skill  and  caution.  As 
he  had  said,  in  order  to  put  in  a  sure  shot  it 
would  be  necessary  to  leave  the  shelter  of  the 
boulders  and  draw  nearer  to  the  foot  of  the 
precipice,  and,  curbing  his  eagerness,  he  waited 
patiently  till  Dick  was  so  far  down  the  rope 
that  there  was  no  chance  of  his  reascending 
to  safety  in  the  improbable  event  of  a  miss. 
Malahide  fretted  at  every  moment's  re- 
spite allowed  to  the  two  swaying  figures, 
but  he  saw  the  force  of  his  companion's 
argument 

"I  calculate  I  kin  fix  him  now,"  said 
Rube  at  length,  and  he  advanced  into  the 
open     hollow     of     the     canyoa        Malahide, 
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watching  his  every  motion  from  the  cover 
of  the  rocks,  saw  him  halt  twenty  yards 
away  and  raise  his  rifle  to  take  deliberate 
aim.  But  before  the  butt  reached  his 
shoulder  the  weapon  fell  clattering  to  the 
ground,  and  Rube  spun  round  twice — slowly, 
like  a  top  that  has  run  its  course — while 
two  smart  reports  from  the  level  ^f  the 
plateau,  but  away  to  the  left,  whence  a 
flanking  Are  was  obtainable,  explained  his 
antics.  As  he  toppled  over,  stone  dead,  Hank 
Devine  and  Blue  Lightning  rose  to  their 
feet  on  the  brink  above. 

Then  only  did  Malahide  recognise  that  he 
had  lost  the  game.  Abandoning  the  first 
mad  impulse  to  rush  forward  and  use  Rube's 
rifle  himself,  he  ran  to  the  horse,  on  which 
his  hireling  had  insisted  as  a  means  of 
escape,  and  sprang  into  the  saddle.  Those 
two  stem  figures,  the  white  man  side  by  side 
with  the  red,  upon  the  plateau,  with  their 
smoking  rifles  at  the  ready,  warned  him  that 
in  swift  retreat  lay  his  only  chance.  And 
the  chance  might  have  come  off  had  not 
the  smell  of  powder  and  the  results  of  his 
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own  unerring  aim  filled  Blue  Lightning  with 
the  lust  of  blood. 

"Shoot  the  horse!— not  the  man/'  cried 
Hank,  as  the  chief  raised  his  rifle  again. 
For  a  moment  the  old  warrior  hesitated, 
then  his  muzzle  sank  a  little  and  spoke, 
sending  its  messenger  into  the  raw-boned 
mustang's  flank.  In  a  crumpled  heap  horse 
and  rider  fell  among  the  jagged  rocks,  and 
both  lay  motionless,  while  Hank  and  Blue 
Lightning,  followed  by  Star  Eyes,  descended 
to  join  Dick  and  Joey  the  carrier  at  the  foot 
of  the  precipice. 


That  same  afternoon,  during  a  lull  in  the 
trade  at  Mursell's  Saloon,  the  proprietress  and 
her  daughter  were  having  a  discussion  about 
the  absent  Jake,  consequent  on  a  rumour 
brought  in  by  one  of  the  customers  that 
"Baxter,"  the  salmon  packer,  had  been  seen 
on  the  wharf  that  morning  in  the  company 
of  their  English  guest. 

"Ef  so  be  as  it's  true  as  Jake's  to 
Skagway,  and  they  two  was  together,  this 
Mallyhide  must  be  the  galoot  as   sent   Jake 
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out  He  ain't  on  visitin'  terms  with  that 
old  cat  up-street,  anyways,  as  came  by  the 
same  boat  to  look  after  him  as  you  call  the 
lord  in  yer  foolishness,"  said  Mother  Mursell, 
seating  herself  on  an  empty  rase  by  the 
door,  while  Vick  rinsed  glasses  at  the  counter. 
"Ef  you  hadn't  shoved  yer  finger  in  the  pie 
there'd  a'  been  none  of  this  muss;  Jake  'ud 
a'  amt  his  dollars  a'  month  back  and  no 
trouble.     What  yer  do  it  for,  gal  ? " 

"I  ain't  sweet  on  killin'  folks — leastwise 
in  cold  blood,"  replied  Vick.  "When  I  stood 
in  that  passage  there  and  heard  you  and 
Jake  reckonin'  it  up  that  first  night  he  came 
here,  I'd  a'  gone  straight  and  told  Osborne 
ef  it'd  been  any  but  my  mother  and  brother 
as  was  up  to  sech  wickedness.  As  'twas,  I 
did  the  best  I  could." 

Mother  Mursell  sighed  reflectively  — 
whether  over  her  daughter's  unfilial  conduct 
in  thwarting  the  family  interest,  or  over 
Jake's  mysterious  absence,  there  was  nothing 
to  show.  The  latter,  probably;  for  presently 
she  growled:  "Where  they've  got  to  licks 
me — ef  it  was  Jake.    I'm  kinder  fond  of  that 
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boy,  and  it  'ud  hurt  me  ef  so  be  as  he'd 
passed  our  saloon  for  one  of  they  low  plfuses 
furder  up." 

'MVhere  there  ain't  no  planners,"  said 
Vick,  glad  to  humour  her  mother,  but  with  a 
pensive  look  at  the  battered  instrument — 
silent  now  so  long  because  of  her  wounded 
arm. 

"You  ain't  let  on  to  that  Devine  feller  o' 
yourn  that  he  as  called  himself  Baxter  was 
kin  to  us?"  asked  the  old  woman  after  a 
pause. 

"You  bet  I  didn't;  I  should  a  bin  too 
mighty  'shamed  for  Hank  to  know  Jake  was 
my  brother — ef  he'd  bin  spotted  along  of  that 
Red  Rube  crowd." 

"Devine  ain't  been  hangin'  round  here 
this  two  days — since  he's  took  up  with  they 
Britisher  women,"  remarked  Mother  Mursell 
thoughtfully.  Her  cunning  old  mind  was 
busy  with  every  possible  combination  that 
might  threaten  her  missing  offspring,  and  was 
evidently  calculating  whether  Jake  was  likely 
to  find  a  friend  or  foe  in  her  daughter's  lover. 
Perceiving  which,  Vick  remained  discreetly 
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silent.  In  fact  she  was  confronted  with  a 
sudden  source  of  anxiety.  Thoroughly  in  the 
confidence  of  Gartside  and  his  English  protdg^ 
"up-street,"  she  was  well  aware  that  Jake 
had  been  with  Dick  Osborne  after  the  attack, 
and  though  she  could  not  account  for  her 
brother's  change  of  policy,  she  naturally  sus- 
pected him  of  evil  designs.  She  knew  also 
that  Hank  had  gone  out  to  the  Pass  to  safe- 
guard Dick  back,  and  in  doing  so  he  might 
find  himself  in  conflict  with  her  rascally 
brother.  She  more  than  half  regretted  now 
that  she  had  not  told  Hank  of  the  relation- 
ship, for  if  the  supposed  "Baxter"  met  with 
harm  at  his  hands  there  would  be  an  end  of 
their  courtship  at  least. 

"  It  'ud  be  a  funeral  at  stead  of  a  weddin', 
I  guess.  Mother'd  plug  him  for  sure  ef  he'd 
hurt  Jake,"  was  her  thought,  as  she  glanced 
at  the  terrible  red  shirt,  the  iron-grey  locks, 
the  hard  old  face,  and  above  all  the  pistol 
holster  framed  in  the  doorway. 

But  it  was  not  Jake  Mursell,  as  we  know, 
who  was  to  sufier  for  the  family  pride  which 
had  kept  this  rough  diamond  from   confiding 
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fully  in  her  lover.  And  surely  among  all  the 
strange  kinks  that  Dame  Fortune  has  knotted 
in  her  chain,  one  of  the  strangest  was  that 
which  made  the  life  of  Mr.  Rupert  Malahide, 
ex-money-lender,  millionaire,  and  owner  of 
Olastonford  Abbey,  depend  on  the  finer 
feelings  of  the  sister  of  his  murdered  tool 
For  it  is  doubtful  if  Hank  Devine,  much  as 
he  loathed  Malahide,  would  have  let  his 
tongue  run  quite  so  freely  in  the  next  half- 
hour  had  he  known  who  "Baxter"  was. 

Presently  Mother  Mursell  rose  to  her  feet, 
and  shading  her  eyes  looked  along  the  waggon- 
track  which  Malahide  and  Jake  had  trod  side 
by  side  in  the  morning. 

"  Prospectin*  outfit  comin'  in — two  white 
men  and  three  Injuns,"  was  her  comment  on 
a  still  distant  party  that  was  toiling  along 
the  river  flats.  "Tears  as  if  they've  struck 
it  rich,  too.  They're  all  loaded  up  heavy, 
'cepting  one  of  the  Injuns — and  by  thunder, 
that's  cur'ous.  The  one  that  ain't  loaded  is 
a  squaw." 

At  this  Vick  came  over  and  joined  her 
mother    in    the   doorway.     With    quick    in- 
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tuition,  her  mind  reverted  to  the  beautiful 
civilised  Indian  girl  whom  Gartside  had  de- 
scribed as  being  with  Dick's  pfJty;  and  allow- 
ing for  Hank  to  have  joined  them,  the 
numbers  and  description  tallied — ^if  in  truth 
Jake  had  been  seen  in  Skagway  that  day. 
Soon  she  recognised  her  lover's  stalwart  form, 
and,  with  a  thiill  of  delight  scarcely  less 
keen,  that  of  her  friend,  "  the  English  lord." 
Mother  Mursell's  older  eyesight  and  smaller 
interest  failed  to  serve  her  so  well. 

"D'yer  make  'em  out?"  said  she. 

Now  from  the  moment  of  seeing  the  party, 
Vick  had  set  herself  the  task  of  making 
matters  smooth  for  those  whom  she  had 
taken  under  her  wing,  and  she  grasped  at 
once  the  fact  that  the  situation  was  dangerous. 
If,  owing  to  Hank's  warning,  Red  Rube  had 
come  to  grief  out  on  the  Pass,  his  associates 
might  make  trouble  so  soon  as  the  ue«73 
spread,  while  if  the  desperado  himself  was 
alive,  it  would  be  even  more  necessary  to 
take  precautions.  Especially  was  she  anxious 
on  behalf  of  Aunt  Rebecca  and  Beryl,  little 
better  than  prisoners  in  their  wretched  hovel 
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— the  "'ristocrats "  who  had  not  been  too 
proud  to  shake  her  by  the  hand. 

"I  make  out  one  on  'em  to  be  Hank. 
Guess  he's  met  t'others,  and  is  guidin'  'em 
m,"  she  replied,  adding  very  demurely :  "  Trade 
ain't  very  brisk.  I  reckon  I'll  fetch  a  shawl 
and  run  and  meet  the  boy.  Mebbe  I  kin 
steer  the  crowd  into  this  old  saloon." 

The  business  inducement  secured  assent, 
and  Vick  sped  into  the  house  for  the  shawl, 
which  was  only  an  excuse  for  not  going  out 
by  the  front  way.  Leaving  by  the  back 
entrance,  she  dodged  among  the  log  cabins 
and  tents  till  she  arrived,  breathless  as  usual, 
at  the  shanty  where  Gartside  was  leaning 
against  the  ioor-post  chatting  to  the  ladies 
within. 

**  Tell  'em  to  come  along  quick.  You  and 
me'U  tote  the  baggage  to  the  wharf,"  she 
panted.  "The  steamer  as  came  in  this 
mornin*  ain't  gone  yet,  and  they'll  be  best 
aboard.  The  lord's  on  the  plank  road,  bringin' 
in  his  pile,  along  of  Hank,  and  I  want  to  stop 
'em  off  from  comin'  into  the  town.  There'll 
jest  be  time  ef  they  start  right  now." 
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Gartside  saw  the  value  of  the  recommenda- 
tion at  once,  and,  thanking  his  stars  that  he 
had  no  hysterical  subjects  to  deal  with,  put 
his  head  into  the  door  and  repeated  Vick's 
news.  In  the  nature  of  things  the  two 
women  had  to  waste  a  minute  in  kissing  each 
other;  but  that  over,  no  time  was  lost 
Everything  had  been  kept  ready  for  a  hurried 
departure,  and  in  five  minutes  Aunt  Rebecca 
and  Beryl  were  ou  their  way  to  the  wharf. 
Vick  led  them  round  at  the  back  of  the 
saloon,  and  had  the  satisfaction  of  seeing 
them  cross  the  steamer's  gang-plank  while 
the  heavily-laden  party  was  still  two  hundred 
yards  away  on  the  riverside  road.  Dick's 
cheer  and  Hank  Devine's  imitation  war- 
whoop  told  that  there  was  no  need  to  divert 
the  travellers  from  the  perils  of  the  town; 
but  Vick  and  Gartside  went  out  to  meet 
them,  while  Aunt  Rebecca  and  Beryl  waved 
welcoming  handkerchiefs  from  tfco  steamer's 
deck. 

With  a  clear  conscience  now,  as  well  as  the 
knowledge  of  good  service  rendered,  Gartside 
was  able  to  look  his  old  friend  in  the  face  .>^ 
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they  met  Shake  his  hand  he  could  not,  so 
hampered  was  Dick  with  heavy  moose-skin 
packages.  Nor,  for  the  same  cumbrance  of 
wealth,  could  he  find  a  square  inch  on  his 
back  to  slap ;  but  his  welcome  was  none  the 
less  frank  and  hearty,  and  won  evident 
approval  from  Star  Eyes,  who  stood  smiling 
shyly  in  the  rear.  Hank  Devine,  Joey,  and 
Blue  Lightning  also  were  too  heavily  laden 
for  more  than  verbal  greeting,  but  the  twitch- 
ing muscles  in  the  old  chiefs  face  at  the 
sight  of  his  young  fellow  voyageur  were  elo- 
quent of  grim  joy. 

"Good  old  Dick!  So  you  have  pulled  it 
off?"  cried  Gartside.  "Here,  let  me  carry 
some  of  your  parcels.  How  d'ye  do,  Star- 
Eyes?  How  do,  Blue  Lightning?  Well  done, 
Devine  !  Your  servant,  sir,  though  you  have 
the  advantage " — the  latter  to  the  grinning 
Joey.  "But  where  is  the  fat,  oily  man — 
Baxter?"  he  chattered  on,  hardly  waiting  for 
replies.  "You  found  him  a  wrong  'un,  I 
expect,  and  shunted  him  out  of  the  select 
circle?" 

"He  was  certainly  a  scoundrel,"  said  Dick 
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gravely.  "He  tried  to  murder  me  up  yonder, 
and  came  south  by  St.  Michael's,  we  think, 
under  the  impression  that  he  had  succeeded. 
He  stole  .  ;  ^  in  the  dark;  and  after  I  had 
made  him  sc .  oh  with  a  woimd  in  the  fleshy 
part  of  his  arm,  he  ran  his  knife  into  what 
he  thought  was  my  heart.  But  I  had  rolled 
over,  and  the  only  sufferer  was  the  pile  of 
skins  on  which  I  had  been  sleeping." 

For  the  safety  of  the  ladies,  it  had  been 
decided  to  keep  secret  as  long  as  possible  the 
fate  that  had  befallen  Red  Rube.  So  Dick  said 
nothing  of  the  ghastly  sequel  to  "Baxter's" 
crimes,  which  they  had  nearly  interrupted  that 
morning  when  they  were  preparing  to  lure  Rube 
into  just  such  an  ambush  as  he  had  himself  laid. 

So  it  was  that  the  stars  in  their  courses 
fought  against  Rupert  Malahide,  cursing  with 
a  broken  leg  among  the  boulders  of  the  Pass 
till  help  could  be  sent  to  him.  For,  after  the 
revelation  of  Jake's  attempt  at  murder,  Vick 
felt  that  never,  even  to  her  lover,  could  she  own 
the  relationship;  and  through  her  silence,  it 
was  weird  help  indeed  that  reached  the  wounded 
villain  during  the  coming  night 
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To  describe  the  meeting  on  board  the 
steamer,  with  all  its  babel  of  explanation  and 
congratulation,  would  call  for  much  vain  repeti- 
tion, the  reader  having  been  alternately  with 
Dick  Osborne  and  the  two  brave  women  who 
came  to  seek  him  throughout  their  most  salient 
adventures.  The  boat  was  to  sail  in  an  hour; 
and  as  there  were  plenty  of  vacant  berths  and 
a  good-natured  skipper,  there  was  no  trouble 
about  engaging  passages  and  storage  in  the 
vessel's  strong  room  for  Dick's  "  pile." 

And  a  pile  it  was  upon  which  the  whole 
party,  not  forgetting  the  faithful  Joey,  feasted 
their  eyes  before  the  door  was  locked  !  Shrimp- 
ton  had  packed  his  specie  in  assorted  sizes. 
Some  of  the  packages  contained  nothing  but 
nuggets,  ranging  from  the  dimensions  of  a 
pigeon's  egg  to  those  of  a  cricket  ball.  Others 
were  stuffed  with  golden  grains  like  shelled 
com,  while  many  were  filled  with  yellow  dust 
of  finest  particles. 

"  I  think  it  must  fall  a  little  short  of  poor 
Ned's  computation,  but  it  has  taken  four  strong 
men  to  carry  it  over  the  Pass,  and  anyway 
there's  more  than  enough  to  free  the  Hall  thrice 
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over,"  said  Dick,  as  hand  in  hand  with  Beryl  he 
turned  to  follow  the  others  on  deck,  for  it  was 
time  for  farewells  to  be  spoken. 

And  then,  somehow,  the  question  arose, 
Why  should  farewells  be  spoken  at  all — at 
least,  just  yet  ?  Gartside  is  to  be  suspected  of 
having  started  the  suggestion — slyly,  and  with 
malice  aforethought  —  though  it  was  nevei 
clearly  traceable  to  him,  and  Beryl,  who  had 
taken  a  great  fancy  to  Star  Eyes,  was  the  first 
to  give  it  words. 

"Why  shouldn't  all  you  people  who  have 
been  so  good  to  us  come  down  to  Victoria  and 
say  good-bye  there  ? "  she  said.  "  It  seems 
dreadfully  mean  of  us  to  be  sneaking  away  like 
this,  the  moment  we  have  got  the  plunder." 

"  I  am  old  enough  to  play  propriety  to  you 
young  folks,"  said  Aunt  Rebecca,  after  her  blunt 
fashion,  "and  if  I  have  my  way,  you  won't 
need  anything  of  the  sort  comuig  back.  There 
are  clergymen  at  Victoria,  Mr.  Devine,  and 
you'll  have  to  wait  a  long  time  before  you  catch 
one  here"  she  added,  with  a  pretended  frown  at 
the  blushing  Vick. 

"  Mebbe  we  cud  give  mother  the  slip,"  said 
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that  maiden  coyly,  but  with  a  nervous  glance 
over  the  wharf  to  the  saloon. 

"We  kin  have  a  darned  good  tiy,"  replied 
her  lover  resolutely. 

"There  is  gold  on  the  Klondyke?  I  mean 
you  haven't  cleaned  it  all  out,  Dick?"  said 
Gartside,  who  had  been  having  a  whispered 
conference  wj'h  Star  Eyes  and  her  father. 

"Tons  of  it,"  was  the  reply;  "we  tried 
the  wrong  side  of  the  river  first,  but  after 
we  found  the  second  cachet  all  right,  we 
looked  round  a  bit,  and  on  the  creeks  to 
the  south  of  the  river  struck  what  our  friend 
Hank  would  call  'pay-dirt*  at  every  step. 
I  have  given  him  the  reversion  of  the  place, 
and  he's  going  up  after  winter." 

"  Well,  then,  if  he'll  have  me,  I'll  go  with 
him,"  said  Gartside ;  "  but  first  Star  Eyes  and 
I  will  come  down  to  Victoria  with  you,  and 
hunt  that  parson.  One  can  hardly  wander 
about  the  wilds  with  a  lady  who  has  pro- 
mised to  be  one's  wife.  And,  of  course,"  with 
a  grimace  at  the  unmoved  Blue  Lightning, 
"my  prospective  father-in-law  will  have  to 
come  and  give  his  daughter  away." 
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So  it  was  all  settled,  Joey  needing  no 
persuasion,  and  as  it  was  settled  it  befell 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Devine,  with  Gartside  and  his 
beautiful  Indian  bride,  were  the  first  to  peg 
out  claims  on  the  new  gold-field  in  the  fol- 
lowing spring,  and  so  well  had  they  selected 
their  localities  that  they  were  back  again  in 
civilisation  and  "passing  rich"  before  the 
news  of  their  discoveries  caused  the  subsequent 
rush. 

But  this  is  looking  ahead;  we  are  not 
clear  of  squalid  Skagway  yet  The  steamer's 
bell  had  rung,  and  the  hawser  was  being  cast 
off,  when  Mother  Mursell,  wildly  gesticulating, 
was  seen  running  from  her  saloon  to  the 
wharf.  Vick  cowered  behind  the  funnel, 
while  Hank  prayed  for  the  swifter  uncoiling 
of  the  stiff  rope  from  the  shaky  bollard.  The 
gang-plank  had  been  withdrawn,  and  the 
furious  woman  did  not  arrive  till  there  was 
a  yard  of  clear  water  between  the  vessel  and 
the  shore.    She  could  only  mouth  and  spit 

Dick  dived  his  hand  into  liis  pocket  and 
produced  a  fat  nugget  which  he  had  reserved 
as   a    specimen,    and  flung   it    to  her.      She 
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clutched  it  and  grinned  feebly,  beginning  to 
move  off. 

"  By  Jove !  it's  our  last  chance ;  we've 
forgotten  about  Malahide,"  cried  Dick,  sud- 
denly  remembering  his  stricken  enemy.  "You 
know  her  lingo  better  than  I  do,  Devine. 
For  God's  sake  tell  her  to  send  people  to 
see  after  that  wretched  man  on  the  Pass." 

Hank  was  equal  to  the  occasion,  and  un- 
fortunately for  the  owner  of  Glastonford 
Abbey,  sought  to  improve   it. 

"Mother,"  he  shouted,  "comin'  through 
the  Pass  we  lit  on  your  guest  Mallyhide  and 
Red  Rube — in  cump'ny.  They'd  jest  hanged 
that  Baxter  feller  as  was  here  in  the  spring 
of  the  year.  Rube  and  Baxter  needs  burjdn', 
but  Mallyhide's  got  a  broke  leg.  Someone 
oughter  to  go  out  and  'tend  him.  Top  of  the 
box  canyon  he'll  be." 

Mother  Mursell's  furrowed  face  was  con- 
torted into  a  series  of  emotions  which  most 
on  board  thought  meant  pity. 

"  Mallyhide's  killed  Jake  ? "  she  cried  back. 
"Then  I  guess  PU  go  and  'tend  him  myself." 

And,  as  the  steamer  sheered  off,  the  last 
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sight  which  the  group  on  deck  had  of 
Skagway  was  that  of  the  red-shirted  woman 
striking  into  the  riverside  road  towards  the 
distant  mountains. 

All  but  one  of  them  wondered  at  her 
knowledge  of  the  dead  man's  Christian  name. 
It  was  only  Vick  who  knew  why  her 
mother,  trudging  along  the  flat,  kept  taking 
her  revolver  from  its  holster,  petting  it  and 
patting  it  affectionately. 
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The  End. 
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sdiool  of  novelists — the  school  of  action." — The  Times. 

The  Blue  Pavilions,     ss. 

"  '  The  Blue  Pavilions,'  by  Q,  is  about  as  eood  a  tale  of  dramatic  and 
exciting  adventure  as  the  Baron  remembers  to  nave  read — for  some  time, 
at  least.  ...  As  a  one-barrel  novel,  this  ought  to  score  a  gold  right 
in  the  centre." — Punch. 

The  Astonishing  History  of  Troy  Town.  ss. 

"  Original,  amusing,  aad  well  carried  out" — Monting  Pest. 
"  The  book  is  singularly  fresh,  taking,  and  spirited." — i/.  James's 
Gautte. 

The    Delectable    Duchy,     stones,  studies,  and 

Sketches,    ss* 

"  Open  this  book  where  you  may,  you  will  light  upon  something  that 
attj^acU  and  holds."— (^iM*. 
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6     Important  Works  of  Fiction  published  by  Casseil  &*  Co. 
By  A.   CONAN  DOYLE. 

The  Doings  of  Raffles  Haw.   3s.  6d. 

"  So  full  of  life  and  variety  that  it  is  difEcult  to  lay  it  down  before  the 
end  is  reached. " — Liverpool  Mercury.   , 

By  HERBERT  COMPTON. 

A   King's    Hussar,     cheap  Edition,  zs.  ed. 

."  It  is  rarely  our  privilege  to  call  public  attention  to  so  interesting, 
instructive,  and  wholesome  a  book  as  'A  King's  Hussar.'" — Daily 
Telegraph. ' 

A  Free  Lance  in  a  Far  Land.  Cheap  Edition, 

3s.  6d. 

"  To  t&ose  who  like  a  good,  healthy,  and  yet  thrilling  tale,  this  book 
may  be  heartily  recommended." — Admiralty  and  Horse  Guards  Gazette. 

By  W.   CLARK  RUSSELL 

What   Cheer  !      Dedicated  by  permission  to  H.R.H. 

The  Duke  of  York.     Cloth  gilt,  6s. 
"There  is  something  always  fresh  and  invigorating  about  Mr.  Clark 
Russell's  sea  stories,  aud  his  latest  contrii)utiou  canno''  fail  to  attract  a 
wide  circle  of  readers." — Pail  Mall  Gazette. 

List,   ye   Landsmen  !      a    Romance   of    incident. 
Cheap  Edition,  3s.  6d. 

"  Never  has  he  more  cunningly  contri\'ed  a  tale  full  of  romance  and 
adventure.  The  breeze  in  which  he  delights  rushes  through  his  descrip- 
tions of  wild  plotting." — Glob:, 

By  HORACE  HUTCHINSON. 

Fairway   Island.     Cheap  Edition,  2s.  6d. 

'*  Whoever  wishes  to  make  a  boy  supremely  happy  can  accomplish 
his  purpose  at  a  cheap  rate  by  presentmg  him  with  '  Fairway  Island.  " — 
Briiish  Weekly. 

By  SHAN  F.   BULLOCK. 

The  Awkward  Squads  ;  and   other  Ulster  stories. 
Cheap  Edition,  $s.  6d. 

"These  stories  have  a  delightful  humorousness  and  raciness  of  the  soil 
which  rises  to  something  like  a  tragic  intensity." — Scotstnatt, 

By  A.   E.    WIGKHflM. 
Loved  ay  :     A    Tale    of  a    Stimng    Time.     6s.      Cheap 
Edition,  3  s.  6d. 
*♦  A  romantic  love-plot  is  worked  out  to  a  happy  conclusion  amid  the 
most  adventurous  surroundings,  in  which  interest  never  flags." — Lhyfs, 
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By  Q.   MANVILLE  FENN, 

The  Queen's  Scarlet.    Cheap  Edition,  3s.  6d 

"An  interesting  book  about  soldiers  and  their  surroundings,  written 
with  a  graphic  sinaplicity  not  often  found  in  the  military  novel." — 
Morning  Post, 

By  L    T.   MEADE 

The  Medicine  Lady.    3s.  6d. 

"  A  strikingly  successful  venture.  She  interests  us  in  her  heroine  in 
the  very  first  chapter." — Daily  Chronicle. 

By  FRANK  BARRETT. 

Out  of  the  Jaws  of  Death.    3s.  ed. 

•'An  originally  treated  and  cleverly  constructed  plot." — Saturday 
Review, 

The  Admirable  Lady  Biddy  Fane.      Cheap 

Edition^  3s.  6d. 
"  A  tale  of  adventure  than  which  we  have  read  few  more  thrilling,  and 
it  may  possibly  rank  even  above  'Allan  Quatermain.'  " — Aihenmun. 

By  EGERTON  GA8TLE 

"La  Bella"  and  Others.    3S' 6d. 

•'  *  La  Bella '  will  be  welcomed  with  a  sense  of  refreshing  pungency  by 
readeirs  who  have  been  cloyed  by  a  too  long  succession  of  insipid  sweetness 
imd  faqiiliar  incident." — Athenceuni. 

By  BARRY  PAIU. 

Playthings  and  Parodies.    3s.  6d. 

"  For  whimsical  axidacity  and  quaint  unexpectedness,  '  Playthings  and 
Pajrodies'  would  Ir.e  hard  to  beat." — Punch. 

By  MAJOR  ARTHUR  GRIFFITHS. 
A   Prison    Princess,     a  Romance  of  MiUbank  Peni- 
tentiary.     3s.  6d. 

By  LILIAN  TURNER. 

The  Lights  of  Sydney,    illustrated    3s.  6d. 
By  Mrs.  MOLESWORTH. 

Leona.    3s.  6d. 

By  MORLEY  ROBERTS. 

The    Reputation    of   George    Saxon  ;  and 

other  Stories.     3s.  td. 

By  W.  CARLTON  DA  WE. 

Mount   Desolation.    An  Australian  Romance.    3s.  6d. 

By  ELIZABETH  STEWART  PHELPS. 

Fourteen  to  One,  etc.    3s.  6d. 

By  LAWRENCE  FLETCHER. 

Into  the  Unknown.     3s.  6d. 
Zero  the  Slaver.     3s,  6d.        ' 
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8      Important  Works  of  Fiction  published  by  Cassell  &*  Co. 
By  ROBERT  MACHRAY. 

Grace  O'Malley,  Princess  and  Pirate.     6s. 

By  HEADON  HILL 
Spectre  Gold,      illustrated.    6s. 

By  a  Hair's-Breadth.     6s. 

"  How  refreshing  is  a  real  good  story  of  organised  crime  and  its 
detection.  ....  Tht  book  kept  at  least  one  reader  out  of  bed  an  hour 
after  his  usual  time  for  retiring." — Athetueum. 

By  ELLEN  THORNEYGROR  FOWLER. 

Cupid's  Garden.     6s. 

"  Most  delightful  stories  of  love  and  marriage,  and  the  humours  of  the 
human  heart.  Most  delectable  are  the  surprises  that  await  us.  The 
conversation  is  amazingly  clever." — Methodist  Times. 

By  FRANCES  HEATH  FRESHFIELD. 

The  Wrothams  of  Wrotham  Court.    6s. 

"  A  love  story  of  the  seventeenth  century.  The  pictures  of  London 
which  form  the  background  of  the  story  have  been  carefully  done." 
— Academy, 

By  SARAH  PiU. 

A  Limited  Success.    6s. 

*' '  A  Limited  Success '  is  a  clever  story,  cleverly  told,  and  decidedly 
interesting." — Christian  World. 

By  W.  Q.  TARBET. 

Ill-Gotten   Gold  :   a  story  of  a  Great  Wrong  and  a 
Great  Revenge,     us. 

**  *  lU-Gotten  Gold '  is  it  story  of  stirring  interest.  .  .  .  A  s  t  les  of 
exciting  events  lead  to  a  j^owerful  and  highly  dramatic  ending." — Scotsman. 

Bi^  £    l/li.   HORNUNG. 

Young  Blood.   6s. 
My  Lord  Duke.    6s. 

*'The  plot  is  ingenious,  and  bright  with  graphic  scenes.  From  the 
first  page  to  the  last  Mr.  Homung's  story  is  fascinating  and  powerful." 
— /W/  Matt  GoMttte. 

The  Rogue's  March,    ciothgiit,  6s. 

"  A  most  spirited  and  interesting  story,  admirably  told,  and  without  a 
dull  page  from  cover  to  ciavtt.*'— Sketch. 
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Seleetiens  from  Cassett  Jb  Company's  PublicatioHS. 
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Mlhxsiixeith,  Jfiiu  Jlrt,  ant  othtt  9olvms%. 

AdYenture,  The  World  oC  Fully  Illustrated.   Complete  in  Three  Vols.  9s.  each. 
Adventnrea  in  Orltkism.    By  A.  T.  Quillek-Couck.    6s. 

Atrica  and  its  Eacplorera,  TIio  Stwy  of.  By  Dr.  Robekt  Brown,  F.R.G.S.,  &c 

With  about  800  OriKinal  Illustrations.    Cheap  Editioti.    In  4  Vols.    4s.  each. 
American  Ufa    By  Paul  he  Rousiers.    12s.  6d. 
Animal  Painting  in  Water  Oolonra    With  Coloured  Plates.    5s. 

Animals,  Poinilar  History  o£     By    Henry  Scherren,  F.Z.S.     With  13 

Coloured  Plates  and  other  Illustrations.    7s.  6d. 
ArChitectnnkl  Drawing.    By  R.  PhenA  Spiers.    Illustrated.    los.  6d. 

Art,  The  Wagarine  0£     Yearly  Va/ume,2is.    The  Two Hatf-Yearly  Volumes 

for  1897  can  also  be  kad^  los.  6d.  eaeh. 
Artlstlo  Anatomy.    By  Prof.  M.  Duval.     C/uap  Edition,  3s.  6d. 
Astronomy,  The  Dawn  Ot    A  Study  of  the  Temple  Worship  and  Mythology 

of  the  Ancient  Egyptians.      By  Sir   Norman    Lockvbr,  K.C.B.,    P.R.S.,  &c. 

Illustrated.    31s. 
Ballads  and  Songs.    By  William  Makepeace  Thackeray.    With  Original 

Illustrations  by  H.  ti.  Brock.    6s. 
Barber,  Oharles  Burton,  The  Works  of.    With  Forty-one  Plates  and  Portraits, 

and  Introduction  by  Harry  Furniss.    Cheap  Edition,  7s.  6d. 
Battles  of  the  Nineteenth  Cmtnry.    An  entirely  New  and  Original  Work,  with 

Several  Hundred  Illustrations.    Complete  in  Two  Vols.,  9s.  eadi. 
"Belle  Sauvage"  Library,  The.    Cloth,  2s.    (A  compute  list  of  the  volumes  post 

free  oh  applicatioH.) 
Beetles,  Butterflies,  Moths,  and  other  Insecta     By  A.  W.  Kappel,  F.L.S., 

F.E.S.,  and  W.  Egmont  Kirby.    With  12  Coloured  Plates.    3s.  6d. 
Biographical  Dictionary,  Cassell's  Kew.    Containing  Memoirs  of  the  Most 

Eminent  Men  atid  Women  of  all  Ages  and  Countries.    Chea*  Edititm,    3s.  6d. 

Birds'  Nests,  British :  How,  Where,  and  When  to  Find  and  Identify  Them. 

By  R.  Kbarton,  F.Z.S.     With  nearly  130  Illustrations  of  Nests,  Eggs,  Young,  &c., 

from  Photographs  by  C  Kbarton.    21s. 
Birds'  Nests,  Eggs,  and  Egg-Oollecting.     By  R.  Kearton,  F.Z.S.     Ilhistrated 

with  33  Coloured  Plates  of  Eggs.    Enlarged  Edition.    5s. 
Black  Watdi,  Tha    The  Record  of  an  Historic  Regiment    By  Archibald 

Forbes,  LL.D.    6s. 
Britain's  Boll  of  Olory;  or,  the  Victoria  Cross,  its  Heroes,   and  their 

Valour.    By  D.  H.  Parry.    Illustrated,    ^s.  6d. 
British  Ballada    With  300  Original  Illustrations.    Cheap  Edition.  Two  Volumes 
in  One.    Cloth,  7s.  60. 

British  Battles  on  Land  and  Sea.     By  James  Grant.     With  about  800 

Illustrations.    Cheap  Edition.    Four  Vols.,  3s.  6d.  each. 
Building  WoiAd.    In  Half-Yearly  Volumes,  4s.  each. 

Bntterflies  and  Moths,  European.  ByW.F.  Kirby.  With  61  Coloured  Plates,  35s. 
Canaries  and  Cage-Birds,  The  Illustrated  Book  o£     By  W.  A.  Blakston, 

W.  SwAVSLAND,  and  A.  F.  Wiener.    With  56  Facsimile  Coloured  Plates.    35s. 
Oassell's   Magftf*"^     Half-Yearly  Volumes,   5s.    each ;    or  Yearly    Volumes, 

8s.  each. 
Cathedrala  Abbeya  and  Churches  of  Bngland  and  Walea      Dtscriptive, 

Historical,  Pictorial.     Popular  Edition.    Two  Vols.    25s. 
Cats  aL  ^  Kittens.    By  Henribttb  Ronner.    With  Portrait  and  13  raagnificent 

Full-page  Photogravure  Plates  and  numerous  Illustrations.    4to,  £a  ics. 
China  Fainnng.    By  Fi.orencb  Lewis.    With  Sixteen  Coloured  Platen  &&  5a 
Choice  Dishes  at  Small  Cost    By  A.  G.  Payne.    Chiap  Edition,  is. 
Chuma    The  Illustrated  Paper  for  Boys.    Yearly  Volume,  8s. 
Cities  ol  the  World.    Foitr  Vols.     Illustrated.    7s.  6d.  each. 
Civil  Service,  Oulde  to  Employment  in  the.    Entirely  New  Edition.    Paper, 

.     IS.;  cloth,  i8.6d. 
CUnloal  Mft*!""^^*  for  Practitioners  and  Students  oS  Medicine.    (A  List  of 

Volttmet /orwardtd post  free  on  application  to  the  FniUshert.) 
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,    Selections  from  Cassell  Jb  Ctmpanj^s  PublitcUiom. 

OoMen  Club,  Works  paUiihed  for  the.    {/I  Complete  List  oh  application.) 

Ooloar.    By  Prof.  A.  H.  Church.    New  and  Enlarged  Edition,  3s.  6d. 

Combo,  GooTKO,  The  Sdeot  Works  of.     Issued  by  Authority  of  the  Combe 

Trustees.    Poplar  EditioH,  is.  each,  net 

The  Oonatitation  of  Han.    Moral  PbUoaophy.   Solenoe  and  Religion. 
Disonaslona  on  Kduoatlon.    Amerloan  Note*. 

Conning  Tower,  &i  a;  or,  How  I  Took  H.M.8.  "  Majestic  "  into  Aetion.    By 

H.  O.  Arnold- FoRSTKR,  M.P.    Cheap  Edition.    Illustrated,    fid. 

Conquests  of  the  Crosa    Edited  by  Edwin  Hodder.    With  numerous  Original 
Illustrations.    Complete  in  Three  Vols.    9R.  each. 

Cookery,  Oassdl's  Dictionary  of.    With  about  9,000  Recipes.    5s. 

Cookery,  A  Tear's.    By  Phyllis  Browne.    New  and  tnUrged  Edition,  .qs.  6d. 

Cookery  Book,  Casseil's  New  Universal     By  Lizzie  Heritage.    With  la 

Coloured  Plates  and  other  Illustrations.  1,344  P*SCSi  strongly  bound  in  leather  gilt,  6s. 
Cookery,  CassOll's  Popnlar.    With  Four  Coloured  Plates.    Cloth  gilt,  as. 
Cookery,  Casseil's  Shilling.    X35/A  Thousand,    is. 
Cookery,  Vegetarian.    By  A.  G.  Payne,    is.  6d. 
Cookbig  by  Oas,  The  Art  o£    By  Marie  J.  Sugg.    Illustrated.    Cloth,  as. 
Cottage  Gardening.     Edited  by  W.  Robinson,  F.L.S.     Illustrated.     Half. 

yearly  Vols.,  as.  6d.  each. 

Countries  of  the  World,  The.    By  Dr.  Robert  Brown.  M.A.,  F.L.S.    With 

about  750  Illustrations.    Cheap  Edition.    Vols.  I.  to  V.,  6s.  each. 

Cydlopsedia,  Casseil's  Concise.    With  about  600  Illustrations.    5s. 
C^dopsedla.  Casseil's  KOniatnre.    Containing  30,000  Subjects.    Cloth,  as.6d. ; 

half-roxDurgh,  4s. 
Diottonaxles.    (For  description,  see  alphabetical  letter.)    Religion,  Biographical, 

Encyclopaedic,  Concise  Cyclopaedia,  Miniature  Cyclopaedia,  Mechanical,   English. 

English  History,  Phrase  and  Fable,  Cookery,  Domestic.    (French,  German,  ana 
^   Latin,  see  with  Educational  Works.) 

Diet  and  Cookery  for  Common  Ailments.    By  a  Fellow  of  the  Royal  College 

of  Physicians  and  Phyllis  Browns.    Cheap  Edition.    9s.  6d. 
Dog,   mnstrated  Book  of  the.    By  Veko  Shaw,  B.A.    With  98  Coloured 

Plates.    Clo'h  bevelled,  35s. ;  half-morocco,  45s. 
Domestic  Diotiunary,  The.   An  Encyclopsedia  for  the  Housei^;  Id.    Goth,  7s.  6d. 

Dor6  Don  Qnixote,  The.     With  about  400  Illustrations  by  Gustave  DoRi. 
Cheap  Edition.    Cloth,  xos.  6d. 

Hvtk  Gallery,  The.     With  250  illustrations  by  Gustave  Dore.    4to,  423. 

Deri's  Dante's  Infema     Illustrated  by  Gustave  Dor£.    Popular  Edition. 

With  Preface  by  A.  J.  Butler.    Cloth  eilt  or  buckram,  7s.  6d. 
Dora's  Dante's  Purgatory  and  Paradise.     Illustrated  by  Gustave  Dore. 

Cheap  Edition.    7s.  6d. 

Dor«'s  Milton's  Paradise  Lost     Illustrated  by  Gustave  DorA.     410,  ais. 

Popular  Edition.    Cloth  gilt,  or  buckram  gilt,  7s.  6d. 

Earth,  Our,  and  its  Story.    Edited  by  Dr.  Robert  Brown,  F.L.S.    With 

36  Coloured  Plates  and  nearly  800  Wood  Engravings.    In  Three  Vob.    gs.  each. 
Edi:'burgh,  Old  and  New,  Cassell'a     With    600  Illustrations.     Iliiee  Vols. 
•4.  each ;  library  binding.  Jit  los.  the  set. 

Egypt  i    Descriptive,  Historical,  and   Picturesque.     Bv  Prof.  G.  Ebers. 

TranslatedbyCLARABELL,withNotesbySAMUKLBiRCH,Ll*D.,&c.    TwoVols.  42s. 
EleotrHc  Current,  The.    How  Produced  and  How  Used.    By  R.  Mullineux 

Walmslbv,  D.Sc.,  &c    Illustrated,     los.  6d. 
meotrtcity.  Practical    By  Prof.  W.  E  Ayrton,  F.R.S.    Entirely  New  and 

Enlarged  Edition.    Completely  re-written.     Illustrated.    9s. 
Electricity  in  the  Service  of  Han.     A  Popular  and  Practical  Treatise.    With 

upwards  of  950  Illustratiom.    New  and  Cheaper  Edition,  78. 6d. 

Employment  for  Boys  on  Leaving  School,   Guide  ta     By  W.  S.  Bbard, 

F.R.G.S.    IS.  6d. 
EncydopsBdic  Dictionary,  The.    Complete  in  Fourteen  Divisional  Vols.,  los.  6d. 

each :  or  Seven  Vols.,  half-morocco,  ais.  each  ;  half-russia,  35s.  each. 

England  and  Wales,  Pictorial.    With  upwards  of  ^ao  beautiful  illustrations 

%  prepared  from  copyright  photoj^raphs.    9s.     Also  an  edition  on  superior  paper,  bound 
u  balf-persian,  marble  sides,  gilt  edges  and  in  box,  158.  net. 


Sekctions  from  Cassell  ds  Company's  Ptti/tca/wtiJ. 

England,  A  History  of.  From  the  Landing  of  Julius  Caesar  to  the  Present 
Day.    By  H.  O.  Arnold-Fcrstbr,  M.P.    Ftuly  Illustrated,  ss. 

Oassell's  Dlnstrated  History  oL    With  upwards  of  3.000  lUustnu 

tions.    Library  Edition.    Ten  Vols.,  as. 

English  Dlotlonuy.  Cassell's.  Containing  Definitions  of  upwards  of  zoo.ooo 
Words  and  Phrue^    Chea^  Rdition,  v.  6d. ;  Superior  Edition^  5s. 

Bnglisb  History,  Tlio  Dictionary  (Ml  Edited  by  Sidney  Low,  B.A.,  and 
Prof.  F.  S.  Pulling,  M.A.,  with  Contributions  by  Eminent  Writers,  tieiv 
Edition,    ys.  6d« 

BngUBh  Literature,  library  ot  By  Prof.  H.  Mokley.   In  5  Vols.  7s.  6d.  each. 
En^lih  Literature,  Morleys  First  Sketch  oH    Revised  Edition.  7s.  6d. 
Bngliah  Literature,  The  Story  oL     By  Anna  BucicLANa     3s.  6d. 
English  Writers  firom  the  BarllMt  Period  to  Shakespeare.      By  Henry 

MoRLBY,    Eleve    Vols.    5s.  each. 
Aop's  Fables.    Illustrated  b^  Ernest  Griset.    Cheap  Edition.   Qoth.  3s.  6d. ; 

bevelled  boards,  gilt  edges,  ss. 
Etlqnette  of  Ck>od  Society.    New  Edition.     Edited  and  Revised  by  Lady 

Colin  Campbell,    is.  ;   cloth,  is.  6d. 
Fairy  Tales  Far  and  Near.    Retold  by  Q.    Illustrated.    3s.  6d. 
Fairway  Island.    By  Horace  Hutchinson.    Cheap  Edition.    2s.  6d. 
Family  Doctor,  Cassell's.    By  A  Medical.  Man.    Illustrated,  los.  6d. 
Family  Lawyer,  Cassell's.     An  Entirely  New  and  Original  Woric.      By  9 

Barrister-at-Law.    los.  6d. 
Fiction,  Cassell's  Popnlar  Library  of.    3s.  6d.  each. 


Tiny  Xinttrell.    By  E.  W  Hornun<. 

The  White  Hhield.  ByT "•' 

Tnxtar'a  Uttie  Maid. 


r  Dertr.-im  Muford. 

By  C.  B.  Burgin. 

The  Hlspaololn  Plate,   (lesa-iesa)    By 

John  Btoundelle  Burton. 
Hlchwaar  of  Sorrow.    By  He«ba  Strefon 

and  •••••••,«  Famous  Russian  Exile. 

Klna    Solomon's   Vlnea.     By  H.   Rider 

Haggard.    Illustr.ted. 
The  Zbbta  of  Sydney    By  Lilian  Turner. 
The  Admirable  XAOjr  Biddy  Fane.     By 

Frank  Banett. 
Iiist.  y«  i4tnd»men!  A  Bomanoe  of  In- 

elaent.    By  W.  Oarlc  Russell. 
la:    A  Lave  Story.    By  Q. 
The  Bed  Terror  1   A  Story  of  the  Faria 

Oommune.    By  Edward  Kinif. 
VheUttieSQulre.  By  Mrs.  Henry  de  la  Pasture 
Zero,  the  SiaTer.    A  Romance  of  Equat.rial 

Afiica.    By  L.awrence  Fletcher. 
Into  the  Viutnownl   A  Romance  of  Soudi 

Africa.    By  I^iwrence  Fletcher. 

Koant  Desolation.    An  Australian  Romance. 

By  W.  Carlton  Dawe. 
Pomona's  Travels.   By  Frar.k  R.  Stockton. 
The  Bepntatton  of  Oeorge  Saxon.    By 

Moriey  Rolierts. 
A   Priaon   Prinoesa.      By    Ms^or    Arthur 

Gr'fliths. 

Fi«Ul  Natnraliat's  Handbook.  The. 


By 


Qneen's  Soarlet,  Tha.   By  George  BlanWIte 

Fenn. 
Capture  of  the  "KatroUa."  The.    A  Tale 

of  the  Slave  Trade.    By  Commander  Claud 

Hardinr.  R.N. 
The  Awkward  Squads.    And  other  Ulster 

Stories.    By  Shan  F.  BuUock. 
The  Squire.    By  Mrs.  Parr. 
A  King'a  Hussar.    By  Herbert  Compton. 
Playthings  and  Parodies.     Short  Stories. 

Sketches,  &c.    By  Barry  Fain, 
Out  of  the  Jaws  of  Death.      By  Frank 

Barrett. 
Fourteen    to    One,    See.       By    Elisabeth 

Stuart  Phelps. 
The  Medicine  X>ady.    By  L.  T.  Meade. 
liOOna.    By  Mrs.  Moleswortli. 
Father  Stafford.     By  Anthony  Hope. 
**  I<a  Bella."  and  othars.   By  Egerton  Castle. 
The  Avenger  of  Blood.    By  J.   Maclaren 

Cobban. 

The  Man  In  Black.    By  Stanley  Weynuuu 
The  Doings  of  Baffles  Haw.    By  A  Conan 

Di^e. 
A  Free  Lanoe  in  a  Far  Land.   By  Herbert 

Comptoii. 

Revs.  J.  G.  Wood  and  Theodore 


With  Several  Hundred  Illustrations  in 


The  Veaetsble  World. 
Oocan  World. 


Wood.    Cken^  Edition,  as.  6d. 

Flgnler's  Pqinilar  Scientific  Works. 

each.    3s.  6d.  each. 

The  Inseot  World.  I  BeptUee  and  Birds.  I 

The  Htunaa  Baoe.  I  Mammalia.  | 

The  World  before  the  Deluge. 
Flora's  Feast     A  Masque  of  Flowers.     Penned  and   Pictured  by  Walter 

Cranb.    With  40  pages  in  Colours.    5s. 
Flower  Fainting,  Elementary.    With  Eight  Coloured  Plates.    3s. 
Flowers,  and  How  to  Faint  Them.  By  Maud  Naftel.  With  Coloured  Plates.  5s. 
Football:  the  Rugby  Union  Game.  Edited  by  Rev.  F.  Marshall.  Illustrated. 

New  and  Enlarged  Edition.    7s.  6d. 
For  Olory  and  Benown.    By  D.  H.  Parry.    Illustrated.   Cheap  Edition.  3s.  6d. 
Fossil  BeptUM,  A  mstory  of  British.    By  Sir  Richard  Owen,  F.R.S.,  &c. 


Complete  in  Two  Vols., 


With  868  Plates.    In  Four  Vols.   £ia  las. 

Franco-German  War,  Cassell's  History  of  the, 

containing  about  500  Illustrations,    os.  each. 

Garden  Flowers,  Funillar.    By  F.  E.  Hulmb,  F.L.S.,  F.S.A.    With  200  FulU 

•^.fit  Coloured  Plates,  and  Descriptive  Text  by  Shirley  Hibbkro.    Cheap  Edition. 
In  Five  Vols^  3s.  6d.  each. 
Gladstone,  The  Bight  Hon.  W,  R,  Cassell's  life  of.    Profusely  Illustrated.    la 
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Selections  from  Casseil  <fc  Company s  Publications. 

OleaBings  flrom  Popular  Autbon.    With  Original  IllustratioDSi    Cheap  Edition. 

In  One  Vol. ,  3s.  6d. 
OnUlyer'l  Traveu.    With  88  Engravings.    Cloth»  3s.  6d. ;  cloth  gilt,  5s. 

Out  and  Its  Development,  The.    By  W.  W.  Greener.    With  500  Illustrations. 

Entirety  New  EdittoH,  los.  6d. 

OtmB,  Modem  Shot.    By  W.  W.  Greener.    Illustrated.    5s. 

Healtb,  The  Book  ofl'    By  Eminent  Physicians  and  Surgeons.    Goth,  axs. 

HeaveiiB,  The  Story  of  the.     Bv  Sir  Robert  Stawell  Ball,  LL.D.,  F.R.S. 
Widi  Coloured  Plates  and  Wood  Engravings.    Po/ular  EditioH,  los.  6d. 

Heroes  of  Britain  in  Peaoe  and  War.   With  300  Original  Illustrations.    Cheap 

Edition.    Complete  in  One  Vol.,  3s.  6d. 

History.A  Footnote  to.  EightYears  of  Trouble  in  Samoa.  ByR.  L.Stbvbnson.  6s. 

Home  Life  of  the  Ancient  Oreeka,  Tha     Translated  by  Alice  Zimmbrn. 
Illostrated.    Cheap  Edition.    5s. 

Hone,  The  Book  of  the.    By  Samuel  Sidney.     With  17  Full-page  Collotype 

Plates  of  Celebrated  Morses  ofihe  Day,  and  numerous  other  Illustrations.  Cloth,  15s. 
Horeei  and  DoffS.     By  O.  Ebrelman.     With  Descriptive  Text.    Tnuudbated 

from  the  Dutch  by  Clara  Bell.    With  Fifteen  Full-page  and  other  Illustrations. 

35s.  net. 
Houghton,  Lord :  The  Ufe,  Letters,  and  Fxlendshlps  of  Riohard  HonOkton 

mines.  First  Lord  Honc^ton.    By  Sir  Wbmvss  Rrid.    Two  Vols.    338. 

Hygiene  and  PahUo  Health.    By  a  Arthur  WhiteleggB,  M.D.   Illustrated. 

New  and  Revised  Edition.    7s.  6d. 
India,  Oasseil'B  History  of.    in  One  Vol.    Cheap  Edition.    7s.  6d. 

In-door  Amnsements,  Card  Games,  and  Fireside  Fun,  Cassell's  Book  ot 

e  With  numerous  Illustrations.    Chtap  Edition.    Cloth,  as. 
Iron  Pirate,  The.    By  Max  Pemberton.    Illustrated.    5s. 
Khiya,  A  Bide  to.    By  Col.  Fred  Burnaby.  New  Edition.   Illustrated.  3s.  6d. 
King  fleorge.  In  the  Dajrs  ot.    By  Col.  Percy  Groves.    Illustrated,    is.  6d. 
Ung  Solomon's  Mines.   1^  H.  Rider  Haggard.    Illustrated.   3s.  6d.  PeopUs 

Edition.    6d. 

Kronstadt.  A  New  Novel.  By  Max  Pemberton.  With  8  Full-page  Plates.  6s. 
ladles'  Physidan,  Th&    By  a  London  Physician.    Cheap  Editton,  Revised  and 

Enlarged.    3s.  6d. 
Lady's  Dressing-Boom,  The.     Translated  from  the  French  by  Lady  COLiN 

Campbell.    Cheap  Edition.    3S.  6d. 
Letts's  Diaries  and  other  Time-saving  Pahlications  are  now  published  excln- 

sively  by  Cassbll  &  Company.    {A  List  settt  Post  free  on  application.) 
Uttle  Hnigaenot,  The.    New  Edition,    is.  6d. 
LobMignla,  Three  Tears  with,  and  Bzperlences  In  South  Africa. 

Cooper-Cmadwick.    Cluap  Edition,    ss.  6d. 
LooomotiTe  Engine,  The  Biography  of  a.    By  Henry  Frith.    3s.  6d. 
Loftos,  Lord  Augustus,  P.O.,  O.O.B.,  The  Diplomatio  Reminiscences  o£ 

Series.    With  Portrait.    Two  Vols.    33s.    Second  Series.    Two  Vols,    ajs, 
London,  Casseil's  Guide  to.    With  Numerous  Illustrations.    6d.    Cloth,  is. 
London,  Cbreater.     By  Edward  Walford.     Two  Vols.     With  about  400 

Illustrations.    Cheap  Edition,  4s.  6d.  each.    Library  Edition.  Two  Vols.  £1  the  set. 
London,  Old  and  Mew.    By  Walter  Thornbury  and  Edward  Walfosd. 

Six  Vols.,  with  about  i,30o  Illustrations.     \Cheap  Ed.,  4s.  6d.  each.    Library  Ed.,  £3. 

Manchester,  Old  and  New.    By  William  Arthur   Shaw,   M.A.    With 

Original  Illustrations.    Three  Vols.,  3XS.  6d. 

Mechamos,  The  Practical  Dictionary  of.    Three  Vols., /$  3s. ;  half-morocco, 
/a  iss.    Supplementary  Volume,  £1  is. ;  or  half  morocco,  <i  5s. 

MediMui  Handbook  of  Ufe  Assurance.    By  James  Edvmrd  Pollock,  M.D., 

and  Jambs  Chisholh.    New  and  Revised  Edition.    7s.  6d. 

Medicine,  Hf«*^fltf«  for  Students  Ol    {A  List  forwarded  post  free  on  applicaHon.'\ 

Mesdag,  H.  W.,  the  Painter  of  the  North  Sea.    With  Etchings  and  Descriptive 

Text     By  Ph.  Zilckbn.    The  Text  translated  from  the  Dutch  by  Clara  Bell.  36R. 

Modem  Europe,  A  History  ot   By  C.  A.  Fyffb,  M.A.     Cheap  Edition  in  One 

-    Voli'uie,  10s.  6d. ;  Library  Edition,  Illustrated,  3  vols.,  7s.  6d.  each. 

Music,  niustrated  History  of.     By  Emil  Naumann.     Edited  by  the  Rev. 
Sir  F.  A.  Gore  Ouselbv.  Bart    Illustrated.    Two  Vols,    31s.  fid. 
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Siiechtus  frtm  Casttii  Jis  Comptm/t  rubiieations. 


Matloaal  XitonurFi  Casaell's.     Consisting  of  214  Volumes.    Paper  covers,  gd. ; 
cloth,  6d.  M  Ctm^UU  List  ^  th$  Volutntt poit/ru  m  mP^licatuH.) 

Vitonl  Hlitory,  OaiMll'i  Oonelsa.    B/  E.  Pkrcbval  Wrioht,  M.A.,  M.D., 

V.L.S.    With  Mveral  Hundred  Illustnttioos.    7s.  6d. 

VAturml  Hlstonr,  OmmU'i  mww.  Edited  by  P.  Martin  Duncan,  M.  E ,  F. R.& . 
F.G.S.     Chtaf  Edition.    With  about  3,000  lUuitt.     Thiee  Double  Vols.,  6s.  each. 

Hatnn  and  a  Gamaira,  With.  Being  the  Adventures  and  Observations  of  a 
Field  Natunlist  and  an  Animal  Photographer.  By  Richard  Kbarton,  F.Z.S. 
Illufttrated  by  a  Special  Frontispiece,  and  180  Pictures  from  Photographs  by  CHBuair 
KSAKTON.     ais. 

Natun's  Wonder-Workon.    By  Kats  R.  Ix>vell.    Illustrated,    as.  6d. 
MaiMiii,  TlM  life  o£  By  Robert  Southey.  Illustrated  with  Eight  Plates.   3s.  6d. 
ir«wZMlaiid,PlotorlaL  With  Preface  by  Sir  W.  &  Pbrcbval,  K.C.M.G.  lUust  6s. 

Noreli,  Popular.    Extra  crown  8vo,  doth,  6s.  each. 

Onwe  CKallay.  Prinoeaa  and  Pirate.   By  Robert  Machrav. 

Qopld'a  Oar<leii.    By  Bllbn  thorneycroft  Fowlbr. 

A  zamit^  Buooea*.   By  Sarah  Pitt. 

The  Wrothame  of  Wrotham  Ooort.    By  Frances  Hhath  Frbshpihlo 

XU-c«ttaai  Ootd  I  A  Stofjr  of  a  Oreat  Wrong  aud  a  Oreal  Berence. 

BentiiRental  Tommy.  \bv  t  m  babbir. 

The  lattle  Hinla'er   /"^  >'  "•  "Arrib. 

JTrom  ttoe  Xlemoura  a\  <^r  itf^nister  of  Vranoei. 

The  Stonr  of  FraneU  Cludde. 
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By  W.  C  TARUT. 
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JBy  STAMLBV  WaVMAN. 


6le  City  '' "'  '^^^  Pemberton. 
_he  Sea-Woivea. 
Tounc  Blood.  t 

Ky  liOrd  Duke.  J-By  E.  W.  HoRNUNa 

Bocne^  Karoh,  The.  J 

g^^X%r.adth.}»l^  «^°°''  ""•^- 
The  Qtrl  at  Oobuurst.  % 

nte  Adyenturee  of  Captain  Horn. ' 
Treaenre  Island.  . 

The  Kaater  of  BaUantrae.  J 

StoS^^*^"  [  "'  *^«>»«»  I^yS  STBVBNSON. 

Oatriona:  A  Sacmel  io  "Kidnapped."  ) 

Xelaad  MiEhta*  Bntertainment^  '         ' 

The  WreoKer    By  Robert  Louis  Sibvenson  and  Llovo  Osrournb. 

Iioyeday.   A  Tale  ofa  Stirring  Time.   By  A.  E.  Wickhau.    (W/x«<tf  as.6d.) 

What  tSXVt  I     By  W.  CLARK  RUbSBLU  v  « J*  -u.! 

*ZiiBb«th.   By  Leslie  kbith. 


a  H^Mtnr 

each. 


By  CaTHBKINB 


M nnlnff  for  the  Home  and  for  the  Hosplta],  A  Handbook  o£ 
J.  Wood.    CAm^  Edition,  is.  6d. ;  doth,  as. 

Nursing  of  810k  Children,  A  Handbook  for  tha.  By  Catherine  J.Wood,  as.  6d. 

Our  Own  Country.    With  z,aoo  Illustrations.     Cheap  Edition,     a  Double  Vols. 
5s.  each.  * 

Falnttng,  The  English  Sohool  ot  By  Ernest  Chesnbau.  Cheap  Edition,  3s.  6d. 

Paria,  Old  and  New.    Illustrated.     In  Two  Vols.  9s.  or  los.  6d.  each. 

^^^f^.^^fJ'^T^^    By  Dr.  Robert  Brown.  F.L.S.    Complete  in  Six 
Vols.    With  Illustrations.    78. 6d.  each.  *^        « «•• 

Fhrasa  and  Fable,  Dr.  Brewer's  DloUonary  of.    Entirely  New  and  largely 

incruued  Edition.    los.  6d.    Abo  in  half-morocco,  2  Vols.,  153. 
Physiology  for  Students,  Elementary.     By  Alfred  T.  Schofield,  M.D 

M.R.CS.   With  Two  Coloured  Plates  and  numerous  Illustrations.  New  Edition.  s"s! 
Flotureeqne  America.    Complete  in  Four  Vols.,  with  48  Exquisite  Sted  Plates 

and  about  800  Original  Wood  Engravings.    £t%  las.  the  set    Popular  Edition    in 

Four  Vols.,  price  i8s.  each. 

Pietureeque  AuBtralaela,  CaaseU's.    With  upwards  of  1,000  lUustrations.    In 
Four  Vols.,  7s.  6d.  each. 

Plet«reM|«e  Canada.  With  about  600  Original  Illustrations,  a  Vols.  £g  9s.  the  set 


Stketions  from  Cassell  A  Company^s  Publications, 


PlotOTMqne  Europe.  Complete  in  Five  Vols.  Each  containing  13  Exquisite  Steel 
Plate*,  from  Original  Drawings,  and  nearly  aoo  Original  Illustrationk.  /ai.  Popnlmr 
Edition.   In  Five  Vols.    i8».  each. 

fflotvngqiM  MedlterranflMi.  The.      With  a  Series  of  Magnificent  Illustrations 

from  Original  Designs  by  leading  Artists  of  the  day.     Two  Vols.     Cloth,  ;£a  as.  each. 
ngMMlB,  Fulton'i  Book  o£      Edited  by  Lbwis  Wright.     Revised,  Enlarged, 

and  Supplemented  by  the  Rev.  W.  F.  Lumlbv.     With  30  Full.page  Illustrauona. 

Popuiar  Edition.    In  One  Vol.,  los.  6d.    Original  Edition,  with  50  Coloured  Plates 

and  numerous  Wood  Engravings,    ais. 

Flanot,  The  Story  of  Our.     By  Prof.  Bonney.  F.R.S.,  &c.     With  Coloured 

Plates  and  Maps  and  about  100  Illmtrations.    Cheap  Edition.    7s.  6d. 
POlyteohnlO  Swrlee,  ThO;      Practical    Illustrated    Manuals.       (A  List  will  be 

ttnt  en  appiitation.) 
Portrait  OaUMy,  Oauell'i  UnlVbraaL    Containing  340  Portraits  of  Celebrated 

Men  and  Women  of  the  Day.     Cloth,  6s. 
Portrait  Gallery,  The  OaMnet     Complete  in  Five  Series,  each  containing  36 

Cabinet  Photographs  ot  Eminent  Men  and  Women  ol  the  day.    15s.  each. 

Poultry,  The  Book  ot  By  Lewis  Wright.  Popular  Edition.  Ill 'strated.  ios.6d. 
Poultry,  The  Illustrated  Book  oL    By  Lewis  Wright.    With  Fifty  Exauisite 

Coloured  Plates,  and  numerous  Wood  Engravings.      Revised  Edition.     Qotn,  gilt 
edges,  9is. ;  half-morocco  (price  on  a/'plictttion). 

"Punch,"  The  History  of.    By  M.  H.  Spirlmann.    W^th  nearly  170  Illustra- 
tions, Portraits,  and  Facsimiles.    Cloth,  16s. ;  Large  Pafier  Edition,  £9  as.  net. 

Qfe  Worln,  Uniform  Edition  of.    ss-  each- 

The  AslonlahlnT  KUtory  of  Troy  Town. 


.    _       ryozivori 
'  I  Saw  Three  Hhlpa."  and  otbet  Wlnter't  Tales. 
MoiiKhts  and  Oroaaea. 
W.BJeria^  Heath. 


Penned  and 


Complete  in 


DeadMai'B  Book. 
The  Splendid  Spur. 
The  Blue  Pavilioas. 
The  Seleotable  Uuahy.    Stories, 
Studies,  and  SItetches. 

Queen  Bummer ;  or.  The  Tourney  of  the  Lily  and  the  Rose. 

Portrayed  by  Walter  Cranb.    With  40  pages  in  Coloun.    6s. 

Queen  Victoria,  The  Life  and  Times  of.    By  Robert  Wilson. 

a  Vols.    With  numerous  Illustrations.    9s.  each. 

Queen's  Empire,  The.  First  Volume,  containing  about  300  Splendid  Full-page 
Illustrations.     9s. 

Queen's  London,  The.  Containing  Exquisite  Views  of  London  and  its  Environs, 
together  with  a  fine  series  of  Pictures  of  the  Queen's  Diamond  Jubilee  Procession. 
Enlarged  Edition,  los.  6d. 

Railway  Guides,  Official  Illustrated.    With  Illustrations  on  neariy  every  page. 

Maps  &c.    Paper  covers,  is. ;  cloth,  as. 


I«ndoa  and  North  Western  Hallway. 
Oceat  Western  Ballway- 


aUdland  Hallway. 
Great  Northern  Railway. 


Great  Eastern  Railway. 
London  and  South  Western  Railway. 
Londoii,  Bri«rhton  and  South  Ooaat  Bail  way. 
South  Banter  .1  RaUway. 
Abridged  and  Popular  Editions  of  the  above  Guides  cii  .ilso  be  obtained.    Paper  covers.  3d.  each. 

Ballways,  Our.      Their  Origin,    Development,    Incident,  and  Romance.      By 

John  Pbnolbton.     Illustrated,    a  Vols.,  las. 
Rivers  of  Great  Britain  :    Descriptive,  Historical,  Pictorial. 

Rivers  nf  :he  West  Ccont.    With  Etcliiiig  as  Frontispiece,  and  Numerous  tllu^tratioiM  in  Text, 

Royal  4to,  ;as. 
The  Royai  Uiver:    The  Thames  from  Source  to  Sea.    I  oMtUir  Edition,  16s. 
Bivera  of  the  Bast  Coast.    With  hi|;hly-finisbed  Engravings.    PofuUtr  Edition  16s. 

Robinson   Crusoe.     Cassette    New  Fine- Art  Edition.     With  upwards  of  too 
Original  Illustrations.    Cheap  Edition,  3s.  6d.  or  5s. 

Rogues  of  the  Flety  Cross.  By  S.  Walket.  With  i6  Full-page  Illustrations.  5s. 

Ronner,  Henrlette,  The  Painter  of  Cat-Life  and  Cat-Charaoter.    By  M.  H. 

Sfielmann.      Containing  a  Series  of  beautiful  Phototype  Illustrations.      las. 

Royal  Academy  Pictures.     With  upwards  ot  aoo  magnificent  reproductions 
of  Pictures  in  the  Royal  .\cademy.    78-  6d. 

Russo-Turkish  War,  Cassell's  History  oL    With  about  400  Illustrations.    New 

Edition.    In  Two  Vols.,  9s.  each. 

Bala,  George  Anerustus,  The  Ufe  and  Adventures  of.     By  Himself.     Chea^ 

Edition,    One  Vol.,  7s.  6d. 


StitetioMs  f»0m  Casstil  Js  Company*  s  Publitations, 


Yearly  Vol.,  78.  6d. 
By  John  Fajimbi. 


5». 


Cktap 


Batorday  Journal,  Oaiaoll'a   Illustrated  throughout. 
Ioarl0t  and  Blua;  or,  fknga  for  Soldlen  and  Ballon. 

Words  only,  paper,  6d. ;  cloth,  gd. 
Bclonot  for  AIL     Edited  by  Dr.  Robert  Brown,  M.A.,  F.L.S.,  fte. 

Sditi»m.    With  over  1,700  lUnstrationi.     Five  Vol*.     31.  6d.  each. 
Solonoo  Sorios,  The  Contnxy.    Consisting  of  Biographies  of  Eminent  Scientific 
Men  of  the  preient  Century.    Edited  by  Sir  Hbnrv  Roscob,  D.C.L.,  F.R.S.,  M  P. 
Crown  9vo,  31.  6d.  each. 
l!l<flhe*l  Vandaj.  Hie  Life  and  Work.   By  Profwtor  Silvanus  P.  Thompson,  F.R.& 
nwtanr.    By  Pbrcy  1-kankland.  F.R.S.  anil  Mn.  VuMiKUMO. 
John  OalUm  and  the  BUe  of  Modem  Chamlatrr.    Bv  sir  henry  E.  Roscob.  F.ILS. 
ifi^  Bennell.  F.BJB-  and  the  Blae  of  XncUiih  OeoKiwhy.    By  Sir  Clbmbmts  R. 
MARKHAM,  C.B..  F.R.S.,  Prefident  of  the  Royal  Geographical  Society. 
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HI*  Ufa  and  Work.   Bj  w.  A.  shenstonb. 

By  Miat  AGNBS  M.  CLERKl. 


Qharlaa  Igrell  and  Modem  Oeolojor.    By  FrofciMr  T.  G.  Bonnby.  F.R.S. 
J.  Clerk  Maxwell_and  Modem  Fnyaioa.    ~ 


Bniaphiz  Sayy,  Poet  aud  Pbiloaopher. 
OharlM  Darwin  * 


and 


By  R.  T.  GLAZBBROOX,  F.R.S. 

'  ~  "J.  Thorpe.  F.R.S. 

%  Edward  b,  foulton. 


By  T.  E.  Thorpe.  F.R.S. 
of  Nalural  Seleotlon. 
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gcotlaad,  PlotiirMaue  and  TradlttonaL    By  G.  E.  Eyrb-Tood.    61. 

Baa,  Tlw  Btcry  of  tiM.  An  Entirely  New  and  Original  Work.  Edited  by  Q. 
Illuttrated.    Complete  in  Two  Vols.,  9s.  each.    Cheap  Editum,  5a.  each. 

Bbaftasbary,  The  Beventh  Barl  of,  K.O.,  Tb«  Life  and  Work  ot    By  Edwin 

HODDBR.    Illustrated.    Chea^  EditifM,  3s.  6d. 

Bliakeipeare,  Oaisell'B  Quarto  Edition.  Edited  by  Charles  and  Mary  Cowdbn 
CuuiKB,  and  containing  about  600  Illustrations  by  H  C  Sblous.  Complete  in 
Three  Vols^  cloth  gilt,  £^  vi. — Also  published  in  Three  separate  Vols.,  in  cloth, 
vis. :— The  Combuibs,  sis.  ;  The  Historical  Plays,  i8s.  6d. ;  The  Tracbdirs,  ass. 

Bhakeipeare,  The  Rnglaad  of.  New  Edition.  By  E.  Goadby.  With  Full- 
page  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  234  pages,  as.  6d. 

Bhakeipeare,  The  Playe  of.  Edited  by  Prof.  Henry  Morlby.  Complete  in 
13  Vols.,  cloth,  iu  box,  ais. ;  also  39  Vols.,  cloth,  in  box,  axs. ;  halAmorocco,  cloth 
sides,  425. 

Bhaknere,  The  Leopold.  With  400  Illustrations,  and  an  Introduction  by  F.  I. 
FuRNivALL.    Cheap  Editi»n,  3s.  6d.     Cloth  gilt,  gilt  edges,  5s.;  roxburgh,  7s.  6d. 

Bhakepere,  The  Royal    With  Exquisite  Steel  Plates  and  Wood  Engravings. 

Three  Vols.    15s.  each, 
BketOhes,  The  Art  of  Making  and  Using.    From  the  French  of  G.  Fraipont. 

By  Clara  Bell.    With  Fifty  Illustrations,    as.  6d. 
Social  England.    A  Record  of  the  Progress  of  the  People.     By  various  Writers. 

Edited  by  H.  D.  Traill,  D.CL.     Complete  b  Six  Vols.    Vols.  I.  (Revised  Ed.X 

II.,  and  III.,  15s.  each.     Vols.  IV.  and  V..  17s.  each.    Vol.  VI.,  18s. 

Sports  and  Pastimes,  Cassell's  Complete  Book  oL     Cheap  Edition,  3s.  6d. 
Star-Land.    By  Sir  Robert  Stawell  Ball,  LL.D.,  &c    Illustrated.    6s. 
Btory  of  My  Ltfe,  The.  By  the  Rt.  Hon.  Sir  Richard  Temple,  Bart.,  G.CS.I., 

&C.       Two  Vols.     2IS. 

8nn,TheBtory  of  the.  By  Sir  Robert  Stawell  Ball,  LL.D.,  F.R.S.,  F.R.A.S. 
With  Eight  Coloured  Plates  and  other  Illustrations.    Cheap  Eiiiticn,  les.  6d. 

Sunshine  Series,  Cassell's.    In  Vols.  is.  each.    (A  List  post  free  on  application.) 

Taacatioa,  Mnnidpal,  at  Home  and  Abroad.    By  J.  J.  O'Meara.    7s.  6d. 

Thames,  The  TidaL  By  Grant  Allen.  With  India  Proof  Impressions  of  20 
M.-ignificeitt  ¥\x\\-y»f.  Photogravure  Plates,  and  many  other  Illustrations,  after 
oriKiii.al  drawings  by  W.  L.  Wyllie,  A.R.A.    New  Edition,  cloth,  42s.  net. 

Things  I  have  Seen  and  People  I  have  Known.    By  G.  ATSala.   With  Portrait 

and  Autograph,    a  Vols.    ais. 

Three  Homes,  The.    By  the  Very  Rev.  Dean  Farrar,  D.D.,  F.R.&     New 

Edition.    With  8  Full-page  Illustrations.    6s. 

Tto  the  Death.    By  R.  D.  Chetwode.    With  Four  Plates.    5s. 

Treatment,  The  Year-Book  of;  for  189&  A  Critical  Review  for  Practitioners  of 
Medicine  and  Surgery.    Fourteenth  Year  of  Issue.    7s.  6d. 

Trees,  Familiar.  By  Prof.  G.  S.  Boulger,  F.L.S.,  F.G.S.  In  Two  Series. 
With  Forty  Coloured  Plates  in  each.    iss.  fid.  each. 
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Viiola  Tom'i  OaMii.    By  Hakrikt  Bkechek-Stowb.     With  upwards  of  loo 

Original  Illuitntiont.     Fine  Art  : U  norinl  Edition.     7!).  6cl. 

**  Unicode ":  The  UnWerMU  Telegraphic  Pliraae  Book.  Pocket  or  Desk 
Edition.    91. 6d.  each. 

United  Btatei,  OasBell's  History  of  the.  By  Edmund  Jllier.  With  600  Illus- 
trations.   Three  Vols.    9s.  each. 

Unlvenal  History,  CMsell's  UluBtrated.  With  nearly  Onb  Thousand 
Illustrations.  Vol.  I.  Early  and  Greek  Hiktnry.— Vot.  II.  The  Roman  Period.— 
Vol.  III.  The  Middle  Ages.— Vol.  IV.  Modern  Hi&tory.    ^  fiach. 

yenei,  Wise  or  Otberwli^.    By  Ellen  Thoknbycroft  Fowler.    3s.  6d. 
War  and  Peaoe,  Memorlee  and  Studies  of.   By  Archibald  Forbes,  LL.D. 

Oriiinml  Edition,  i6s.     Cktap  Edition,  6s. 

Water-Oolonr  PainttaMr,  A  Course  ot     With  Twenty-four  Coloured  Plates  by 

R.  P.  LxiTCK,  and  lull  Instructions  \a  the  PupiL    5s. 
Westminster  Abbey,  Annals  of.    By  E.  T.  Bradley  (Mrs.  A.  Murray  Smith). 

Illustrated.    With  a  Preface  by  the  Dsan  or  Wbstminstbr.    631. 

Wild  Birds,  Familiar.    By  W.  Swaysland.     Four  Series.     With  40  Coloured 

Plates  in  each.    (In  sets  only,  price  on  applk»tion.) 
Wild  Flowers,  Familiar.      By   F.  E.  Hulme,  F.L.S.,  F.S.A.      With  aoo 

Coloured  Plates  and  Descriptive  Text.    Cktafi  Edition.    In  Five  Vols.,  38.  6d.  each. 
mid  Flowers  Oolleotlng  Book,    in  Six  Paru^  4d.  each. 
Wild  Flowers  Drawing  and  Painting  Book.    In  Six  Parts.    4d.  each. 
Windsor  Castle,  The  Qovemor's  Onlde  ta     Bv  the  Most  Noble  the  Marquis 

OP  LoRNR,  K.T.  Profusely  Illustrated.   Limp  cloth,  is.    Cloth  boards,  gilt  edges,  ss. 
World  Of  Wit  and  Hnmonr,  Cassell's  Mew.    With  New  Pictures  and  New 

Text.    Complete  in  Two  Vols.,  6s.  each. 
With  Claymore  and  Bayonet.    By  Col.  Percy  Groves.  With  8  Plates.  3s.  6d. 
Work.     The  Illustrated  Journal  for  Mechanics.     Half- Yearly  Vols,    4s.  each. 

"Woik"  Handbooks.  A  Series  of  Practical  Manuals  prepared  under  the  Direc- 
tion of  Paul  N.  Hasluck,  Editor  of  U^ork.    Illustrated.    Cloth,  is.  each. 

Wodd  of  Wonders,  The.  With  400  Illustrations.  Cheap  Edition.  Two  Vols., 
4>.  fid.  each. 


ILLUSTRATED  MAGAZINES. 
The  Quiver,    Monthly,  6d. 
€iasselVe  Magazine*    Monthly,  6d. 
**  Little  Foiks"  Magazine.    Monthly,  6d. 
The  Magazine  of  Art.    Monthly,  is.  4d. 
CaeselVe  Saturday  Journal.    Weekly,  id. ;  Monthly,  6d. 
Chums*    The  Illustrated  Paper  for  Boys.    Weekly,  id.;  Monthly,  6d. 
Worhm    The  Journal  for  Mechanics.  Weekly,  id. ;  Monthly,  6d. 
Building  World,    Weekly,  id. ;  Monthly,  6d. 
Cottage  Gardening.    Illust\-ated.    Weekly,  Jd. ;  Monthly,  3d. 
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Bible  Biographies.    Illustrated,    xs.  (A.  each. 

Til*  Btoty  of  Joseph.    lU  Lessons  for  To-Day.    By  tha  Rev.  GBOKCB  BAtNTON. 
TlM  Story  of  Moaes  and  Joahuo.    By  the  Rer.  J.  Trlpord, 
Tha  Stety  of  Judges.   By  the  Rer.  J.  Wvclippb  Cbdcb. 
The  Story  of  Samuel  «&d  Baal.    By  the  Rer.  D.  C.  Tovbv. 
The  Story  of  David.   By  the  Rer.  J.  Wild. 


The  Story  of  Jesoe.   In  Vets&    By  J.  R.  Macduff,  D.D.   a.  6d. 

Titles  OaMtfl's  muBtimted  Flumlly.    With  900  Illustrations.     Leather,  gilt 
edges,  j£9  los. ;  best  full  morocco,  £,i  i<sl. 

Bible,  Oasseil'B  Guinea.    With  900  Illustrations  and  Coloured  Maps.    Royal  4to. 
Leather,  ais.  net.    Persian  antique,  with  comers  and  clasps,  35s.  net. 

Bible  Bdttcator,  The.    Edited  by  E.  H;  Plumptre,  D.D.    With  111  istrations. 

Maps,  &&    Four  Vols.,  cloth,  6s.  each. 
Bible  Dietionary,  Oasseil'B  OooolBe.    By  the  Rev.  Robert  Hunter,  LL.D., 

Illostrated.    73.  6d. 

Bible  Student  in  the  British  Uttseum.  The.    By  the  Rev.  J.  G.  Kitchen, 

M.A.    Entirtly  New  mnd  Rtuistd  Edition^  is.  41A. 
Bnnyan,  Oassdl's  niv»tratedL    With  200  Original  Illustrations.    Cheap  Edition, 

3s.6d. 
BOBjan's  FUgrlm's  Frogress.    Illustrated.    Ckeap  Edition,  cloth,  3s.  6d ;  cloth 

gilt,  gilt  edges,  ss. 
CMld'B  BiUe^  The.    With  aoo  Illustrations.    Demy  4to,  830  pp.   isoth  Thousand. 

Cheap  Edition,  7s.  6d.    Sn^trior  Edition,  with  6  Coloured  Plates,  gilt  edges,  los.  6d. 
Child's  life  Of  Christ,  The.    Complete  in  One  Handsome  Volume,  with  about 

900  Origina*.  lUustratiu.iiS.    Chtaf  Edition,  cloth,  7s.  6d. ;  or  with  6  Coloured  Plates, 

cloth,  gilt  edges,  los.  6d. 

ChUTfih  Of  JBngland,  The.  A  History  for  the  People.    By  the  Very  Rev.  H.  D.  M. 
Spbncb,  D.D.,  Dean  of  Gloucester.    Illustrated.    Vols.  I.,  II.,  and  III.,  6s.  each. 

OhurOh  Befonn  in  Spain  and  Portngal.    £^  the  Rev.  H.  E.  Noybs.  D.D. 

lUustrated.    as.  6d. 
Oommentaiy  for  English.  Readera     Edited  by  Bishop  Ellicott.    With  Con- 
tributions by  eminent  Scholars  and  Divines : — 

Itew  Tentameut.  Oririnal  HditUtt,    Three  Vote.  31s.  each ;  or  in  half-  morocco,  £^  14s.  <d. 

tl)e  set.    Popular  Eaaion,    Unibrirtged.    Three  Vob.,  4s.  each. 
Old  Testament.       OHfitml  FdiiUn.       FWe  Vols.,   su.   aach ;     or  in  half-morocco, 
,f  7  ITS.  6d.  the  set.    Popular  B4itinu    t/nabiMKed.    Five  Vols.,  4s.  each. 

•»•  Tho  Complttt  Stt  0/  Eight  VolumeM  in  the  Poplar  Edition  it  supplied  at  30*. 

Commentary,  The  New  Testament     Edited  by  Bishop  Ellicott.     Handy 
Volume  Edition.    Suitable  for  School  and  General  Use. 


St.  kattbew.  a**  M. 
BtKarfc.  s*,, 
St  Luke.   3^  ta. 
St.  John.  3S.  fid' 
The  Acts  of  the   Apoattes. 
96A. 


Bonana.   n.6d. 
Oorlutblaaa  I.  and  XI.   ^ 
Oalatlana,    Xpheelaas.    and 

PhiUppiana.  as. 
Ooloaalans,     Thesaaloniaoa, 

and  Timothy.   3s. 


Titus,  Philemon,  Babrewa, 

and  Jamee.   3s. 
Peter,  Jude,  and  John.    3s. 
The  Bevelaiion.  as. 
An  IntroduotiontotheNsw 

Testament.  as.<d. 

Ellicott.  Handy  Volume 


Deuteronomy.  m.M. 


Commentary,  The  Old  Testament  Edited  by  Bishop 

Edition.    Suitable  for  School  and  General  Use. 

OeniMis.  as-M*  I       LeviUons.   ga,^  I 

Ixodua.  31.  I       Numbers.  M.Sd.  | 

Dictionary  of  Religion,  The.  An  Encyclopaedia  of  Christian,  and  other 
Religious  Doctrines,  Denominations,  Sects,  Heresies,  Ecclesiastical  Terms,  History, 
Biography,  &c  &c.    By  the  Rev.  William  Bbnham,  B.D.    Chen/  fidition,  toe.  6d. 

Dor^  Bible.    With  aoo  Full-page  Illustrations  by  Gustavb  DorA.     Popular 

Edition,    In  One  Vol.    15s.    Also  in  leather  binding.    (Price  on  amplication^ 
Farty  Days  of  Christianity,  Thei  By  the  Very  Rev.  Dean  Farrar,  D.D.,  F.  R.Sw 

Library  Eoition.    Two  Vols..  e4S.  t  moracoo,  £t  •'.. 

Popular  Edition.      In  One  Vol. ;  cloth,  gilt  '.«igas,  7s.  6d.  ;  tree-calf,  151. 

Chbap  Edition.    Cloth  gilt,  33. 6d. 

Family  Prayer-Book,  Tha  Edited  by  the  Rev.  Canon  Garbbtt,  M.A.,  and 
the  Rev.  S.  MartiM.    With  Full-page  Illustratious.    New  Edition.    Cloth,  7*.  6d. 
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WiMtnlngg  after  Harveft  Studies  and  Sketches.  By  the  Rev.  John  R.  Vernon, 
M.A.    Illustrated.    Cheap  Edition.    3s.  6<i. 

*'QntTMl  in  the  Book  ;*'  or,  the  Historical  Accuracy  of  the  Bible  confirmed  by 
reference  to  the  Ass^Tian  and  Egyptian  Sculptures  in  .he  British  Museum  and  else- 
where. By  the  Rev.  Dr.  Samurl  iCiNNS,  F.K.A.S.,  &C.  &C.  Illustrated.  Library 
Edition,  in  Two  Volumes,  cloth,  with  top  edges  gilded,  151. 

**Htert  dunrdc,"    A  Serie:^  of  Works  by  Eminent  Divines.    In  cloth,  is.  each. 
Tathar.   BytheRtgUt  Rer.  AshtonOxeDdm,       Ky  Ctawwth  in  Divine  Xiite.    Oy  the  Revi 


late  Bishop  of  Montreal 
1^  Bible.    By  tite  Rt.  Rer.  W.  Boyd  Csrpeitter. 
__  BUiop  of  lUpoa. 
1^  Work  for  Ood.    By  the  Right  Rer.  Bishop 

CotteriB. 
Hy  Obdoot  in  Ziffto.     By  the  Very  Rev.  Dean 

Fantar,  D.D. 
lur  Anplrattona.  QytiieRev.  G.Mathesoii.D.D. 
nrBmottonal  Zails,    ByPieb.  Chadwick,  D.D. 
XyBody.    By  theRev.Ptr..W.C.BIaikie.D.D. 


By  the  Very 


Prebeiidary  Reynoltts,  M.A. 
Ky  Hereafter.   By  the  Very  Rev.  Dean  Bicker- 

steth. 
My  Walk  with  Ood.    By  the  Very  Rev.  Dean 

MontKoinery. 
IILy  Aids  to  Che  Divine  LUIb. 

Rev.  Dean  Boyle. 
Hy  Souroes  of  Strength.   By  the  Rev.  B.  E. 

Jenkins,  M.A. 

-  ^  -    _, My  Comfort  in  Sorrow.   By  Hugh  MacmlUan, 

SouL    By  the  Rev.  P.  A.  Power,  M.A.  D.D. 

Helps  to  Beliel    A  3eries  of  Helpful  Manuals  on  the  Religious  DifBculUes  of  the 

Day.   Edited  by  the  Rev.  Teignmouth  Shorr,  M.A.,  Canon  of  Worcester,  ii.  each. 

CMATiON.  By  Harvey  GkMdwin.  D JD..  Ute 

Lord  Blahop  of  Oarllale. 


MnucLBS.      By  "the  Bav.  Brownlow  BCalt- 

lamd,  MJL 
Pravbr.   By  the  Bev.  Canon  Shore,  M.  a. 


THB  Divinity  op  Our  Lord.  By  iha  Lord 
Blahop  of  Derry. 


THB   ATONEMENT.      By    William  Connor 
Magee,  D.D.,  Late  Arohblahop  of  Torn. 

HOI7  Land  and  tbe  Bible,  The.  A  Book  of  Scripture  Illustrations  gathered 
in  Palestine.  By  the  Rev.  Cunningham  Gbikis,  D.D.,  LL.D.  (Edin.)!  Cfuap 
Edition,  with  94  Collotype  Plates,  iss.  6d. 

Lift  Of  Cbrlflt,  The.     By  the  Very  Rev.  Dean  Farrar,  D.D..  F.R.S. 


_  los.  6d. 

Library  Edition.    Two  Vols.    Cloth,  94s. ;  morocco,  49s. 

Moses  and  Geology;  or,  the  Harmony  of  the  Bible  with  Solenoe.    By 

the    Rev.   Samuel    Kinns,    Ph.D.,    F.R.A.S.      Illustrated.     Library    Edition, 
revised  to  date,  los.  6d. 

Hew  Uffht  on  the  Bible  and  the  Holy  Land.     By  Basil  T.  A.  Evrtts.  M.A. 

Illustrated.    Cloth,  7s.  6d. 

Old  and  New  Testaments,  Plain  IntroduoUons  to  the  Books  of  the.  Con- 
taining Contributions  by  many  Eminent  Divines.    In  Two  Vols.,  3s.  6d.  each. 

Haln  Introdnotions  to  the  Books  Of  the  Old  Testament.  336  pages.  Edited  by 
Bishop  Ellicott.    3s.  6d. 

Plain  Introdnotions  to  the  Books  Of  the  New  Testament.  304  pages.   Edited  by 

Bishop  Ellicott.    3s.  6d. 
Protestantism,  The  History  ot   By  the  Rev.  J.  A.  Wvlie,  LL.D.    Containing 

upwards  of  600  Original  Ilhisrrnitions.    Three  Vols.,  97s. 

"QalTer"  Teazly  Vunme,  The.     With  about  600  Original  Illustrations  and 

Coloured  Frobtispiece.    7s.  6d.    Also  Monthly,  6d. 
11  George  for  England;  and  other  Sennons  preached,  to  Children.      Fifth 

Edition,    By  the  Rev.  T.  Teignmouth  Shore,  M. A.,  Canon  of  Worcester,    u. 
Bt  Paul,  The  Lile  and  Work  of.     By  the  Very  Rev.  Dean  Farrar,  D.D.,  F.R.S. 

Chbap  Illustrated  Edition.    7s.  6d. 

Chbap  Edition.    With  16  FuU-ppge  Plates,  cloth  gilt,  38.  6d. 

Library  Edition.    Two  Vols.,  cloth,  a4S. ;  calf,  43s. 

Illustrated  Edition,  One  Vol.,  £t  is. ;  morocco,  £,»  as. 

Popular  Edition.    Cloth,  gilt  edges,  7s.  6d. 

Bearohings  in  the  Silence.    By  the  Rev.  George  Matheson,  D.D.    3s.  6d. 
ghall  We  Know  One  Another  in  Heaven  ?    By  the  Rt.  Rev.  J.  C.  Ryle,  D.D., 

Bishop  of  Liverpool.    New  and  Enlarged  Edition,    Paper  covers,  6d. 
ghortened  Chnrch  Services  and  Hymns,  suitable  for  use  at  Children's  Services. 
Compiled   by   the   Rev.    T.    Tbicnmoutk   Shorb,    M.A,  Canon  of  Worcester. 
En/arced  Edition,     is. 

*  Ux  Hundred  Tears  " ;  or,  Historical  Sketches  of  Eminent  Men  and  Women  who 
have  more  or  less  come  into  contact  with  the  Abbey  and  Chuix:h  of  Holy  Trinity, 
Minories,  irom  1993  to  1893,  and  some  account  of  the  Incumbents,  the  Fabric,  the 
Plate,  ftc.  &c.  By  the  Vicar,  the  Rev.  Dr.  Samuel  Kihns,  F.R.A.S.,  &c.  &e. 
With  65  Illustrations,     iss. 

''Iinday:''  Its  Origin,  History,  and  Present  Obligation.  By  the  Ven.  Arch< 
deacon  Hbssrv.  D.C.I*    Fifth  Edition,  ji,  fid. 
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SeUciians  ft-ent  CasseU  <b  Company'^  thiblicatiotn. 


dbncaiional  Morka  an5  ^^u^^nts'  Manuals. 

Agrionltural  Text-Booka,  Oassdl'i.  (The  "  Downion  "  Series.)  Fullv  Illustrated. 
Edited  by  John  Wrightson.  Professor  of  Agriculture.  Soils  and  Kuurares.  By 
J.  M.  H.  MuNRO.  D.Sc.  (London),  F.l.C,  F.C.S.  a8.6d.  Farm  OSropS.  By  Pro- 
fessor  Wkightson.    ss.  (3d.    Uve  StCClC    By  Professor  Wrightson.    as,  6d. 

Alplttbet,  OmsoU's  Pictozial  Mounted  on  Linen,  with  Rollers,  as. 
Mounted  with  Rollers,  aitd  Varnished,    as.  6d. 

Azlttunetio  :~Howard'B  Art  of  Reckoning.    By  C.  F.  Howard.    Paper,  xs. ; 

doth,  9%.    Rnlargtd  Edition,  5s. 

Arttonnttlos,  The  "Belle  Sanvage."    By  Georgb  Ricks,  ESc.  Lond.    With 

Test  Cards.     ( List  on  application.) 
Atlai,  Oassell's  Popular.    Containing  34  Coloured  Maps.  is.  6d. 

Blackboard  Drawing.    By  W.  E.  Sp.^RKES.    With  5a  Full-page  Illustrations  by 

the  Author.    5s. 
Book-Xeeplng.    By  The'.odore  Jones.    For  Schools,  as. ;  or  cloth.  3s.    Fos 

THE  M11.1.10.V,  3.V  ;  or  doth,  3s.     Books  for  Jones's  System,  Ruled  Sets  of,  as. 
BritUh  Empire  Hap  of  the  World.     New  Map  for  Schools  and  Institutes.    By 

G.  R.  Parkin  and  I.  G.  Bastholombw,  F.K.G.S.     Mounted  on  doth,  varnished, 

and  with  Rollers  or  Folded.    35<i. 

Ohemiitry,  The  Public  School.    By  J.  H.  Anderson,  M.A.    as.  6d. 

Cookery  for  Schools.    By  Lizzie  Heritaok.    6d. 

Dnlce  Domum.  Rhymes  and  Songs  for  Children.  Edited  by  John  Farmer, 
Editor  of  " Ciudeamus,"  &c.  Old  Notation  and  Words,  ss.  N.B.— The  Words  of 
the  Songs  in  "Dulce  Domum"  (with  the  Airs  both  in  Tonic  Sol-Fa  and  Old  Notation) 
can  be  had  in  Two  Parts,  6d.  eadi. 

England,  A  Hlatoiy  of.    From  the  Landing  of  Julius  Caesar  to  the  Present  Day. 

By  K.  O.  A»iNOLD-FoRSTRR,  M.P.    Fully  Illustrated,    ss. 
BngllBh  literature.  A  First  Sketch  oi;  from  the  Earliest  Period  to  the  Present 

Time.    By  Prof.  Henry  Moklev.    7s.  6d. 
Euclid,  OaueU'a.    Edited  by  Prof.  Wallace,  M.A.    is. 

Bndid,  The  FInt  Four  Bookti  of.    New  Bdition.    In  paper,  6d. ;  doth,  9d. 

FSrenoh,  OaaaeU'a  LeBBons  in.    New  and  Revised  Edition.    Parts  I.  and  II.,  each 

IS.  6d. ;  complete,  as.  6d.    Key,  ts.  6d. 
Ftench'Ettgliah  and  Bngllah-Frenoh  Dictionary.    3s.  6d.  or  5s. 
French  Reader,  OameU'i  Pnblio  School.    By  Uuillaume  S.  Conrad,    as.  6d. 
Galhralth  and  Haughton'i  Bcientiflo  Manuals. 

SuoUd.  Books  I.,  n.,lll.  ss.6d.  Books  IV.,  V..  VI.  as.  «d.  Unttiematioal  Tab1»s.  3s.  6d. 
MmIuhUos.  «.  M.  Hydroatatlos.  as,  64.  Algebra.  I'art  I.,  cloth,  ss.  fid.  Complete,  7s.  6d. 
TidM  and  Tidal  Onmnts,  wiili  Tidiil  Cards,  yi. 

OandeamuB.  Songs  for  Colleges  and  Schools.  Edited  by  John  Farmer.  5s. 
Words  only,  paper,  6d. ;  cloth,  9d. 

Oeometiy.FlrBt  momenta  Of  Experimental.  By  Paul  Bert.  Illustrated.  xs.6d. 

Qermaa    Dictionary,    Gaasell'a.      German-English,    English-Germtui.      C'iUap 

Edition,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  ;  half-morocco,  js. 
Oeruan  Reading,  FlntLesMHU  in.    ByA.  J/csr.    Illustrated,    is. 
Hand  and  Eye  Training.    By  George  Ricks,  B.Sc,  and  Josri>h  Vaughan. 

Illustrated.    Vol.  I.    Destgnins  with  Coloured  Papers.    Voi.  11.    Cardboard  Wotlc. 

as.  each.    Vol.  III.    Colour  Work  and  Design.   3s. 
Hand  and  E7«  Training.    By  G.  Ricks,  B.Sc.    Two  Vols.,  with  16  Coloured 

Plates  in  eadi.    6s.  each.    Cards  for  Class  Use.    Five  Sets.    is.  each. 
Historical  Cartoons,  OasseU's  Coloured.  Size  45  in.  x  35  in.,  as.  each.  Mounted 

on  canvas  and  varnished,  with  rollers,  53.  each.    (Descriptive  pamphlet,  16  pp.,  td.) 
Italian  Lessons,  with  Ex  .  sises,  OasseU's.    In  One  Vol.    as. 

Latin    Dictionary,   CasseU'a    (Latin-English   and   English-Latin.)    3s.  6d.i 

half  morocco,  ss, 
Latin  Primer,  The  New.    By  Prof.  J.  P.  Postgate.    as.  6d. 
Latin  Frlmer,  The  First    By  Prof.  Postgate.    is. 
Latin  Prose  for  Lower  Fwms.    By  M.  A.  BAvriELD.  M.A.    as.  ekL 

Laws  of  Brery-Day  LUe.  For  the  Use  of  Schools.  By  H.  O.  ArnoldForste«, 
M.P.    js.«d.  . 
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.^elections  from  Casseii  «fc  Contpany's  PttbUcatiom. 
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lessons  i'n  Our  Laws ;  or,  Talka  at  Broadaoro  Farm.    By  H.  F.  Lester,  B.A. 

In  I'wo  Paits.    IS.  6d.  each. 

UUle  Folks'  History  of  England.    By  IsA  Craig-Knox.    Illustrated,    is.  6d. 
Maldoir  of  the  Home,  The.    By  Mrs.  Samorl  A.  Barnett.    is.  6d. 

Map   Building   for   Sobools.     A  Practical  Method  of  Teaching   Geography 

(England  and  Wales)     By  J.  II.  Overton,  F.G.S.    6d. 
Marlbonrasb  Books: — Arltlunetio  Ezamploa.  j*.    rrenoU Xzcrolaes.    33. 6d.   Tronob 
Orammar.    ai.  6d.    Qormaoi  Qntmmar.    js.  <d. 

Meobanics,  Applied.    By  John  Perrv,  M.B.,  D.Sc.,  &c.    Illustrated.    7a.  6d. 
Mechanics  'or  Young  B^lnners.    By  the  Rev.  J.  G.  Easton,  M.A.    Cheap 

EditioNf  as.  6d. 

Mechanics  and  Machine  Design,  Numerloa]  Bxamplea  in  Pxaotioal.    By 

K.  G.  Blaine,  M.E.    New  Eiiitioft,  Revised  and  EHiarged.    With  79  Illustrations. 
Goth,  2S.  Sd. 

Models  and  Conunoa  Ohjects,  How  to  Draw  ttom.    By  W.  E.  Sparkes. 

Illustrated.     3s. 

Models,  Common  Objects,  and  Casta  of  Ornament,  How  to  Shade  from.    By 

W.  E.  Spakices.    With  25  Plates  by  the  Author.    3s. 

Natttxvl  History  Coloured  Wall  Sheets,  Cassell's  New.      Consisting  of  16 

sv.bjects.      Size,  39  by  31  in.     Mounted  on  rollers  and  varnish  jd.      3s.  each. 

Ol^ect  Z«8Sous  from  Nature.      By  Prof.  L.  C.  Miall,  F.L,S.,  F.G.S.    Fully 

Illustrated.     New  ami  Enlarged  Edition.    Two  Vols.     is.  6d.  each. 

Physiology  for  Schools.  By  .Alfred  T.  Schofield,  M.D.,  M.R.C.S.,  &c. 
Illustrated,    is.  9i.    Three  Parts,  paper  covers,  sd.  each ;  or  cloth  limp,  fid.  each. 

Poetry  Readers,  Cassell's  New.  Illustrated,    xa  Books,    id.  each.   Cloth,  is.  6d. 

Popular  Bdmoator,  Cassell'a  With  Revised  Text,  New  Maps,  New  Coloured 
Plates,  New  Type,  &c.  Complete  in  Eight  Vols.,  5s.  each ;  or  Eight  Vols,  in  Four, 
half-morocco,  508. 

Headers,  Cassell's  "Belle  Sauvage."  An  Entirely  New  Series.  Fully'  Illus- 
trated,   Strongly  bound  in  cioth.     {List  on  application.) 

Beader,  The  Citizen.    By  H.  O.  Arnold- Forster,  M.P.  Cloth,  is.  6d. ;  also  a 

Scottisli  Edition,  cloth,  is.  6d. 

Beaders,  Cassell's  Claasloali    Vol.  I.,  is.  8d. ;  Vol.  II.,  2s.  6d. 

Beiuler,  The  Temperance.    By  J.  Dennis  Hird.    is.  or  is.  6d. 

Readers,  Cassell's  "  Higher  Class. "    {List  on  application. ) 

Beaders,  Cassell's  Readable.    Illustrated.    {List  on  application. 'S 

Readers  for  Infant  Schools,  Coloured.    Three  Books.    4d.  each. 

Readers,  Oeograpbical,  Cassell's  New.    With  Numerous  Illustrations  hi  each 

Book.     {List  on  applicati(tn.) 
Readeni,  The  Modem  OeographicaL  Illustrated  throughout.  {List on  applicatiotf  ) 
Readers,  The  Modem  School.    Illustrated.    i^List  on  application.) 
RoUt.    An  entirely  novel  system  of  learning  French.     By  J.  J.  TVLOR.   3s. 
Round  the  Empire.    By  G.  R.  Parkin.     With  a  Preface  by  the  Rt.  lion,  the 

Eari  of  Rosebery,  K.G.     Fully  Illustrated,     is.  (kl. 

Sdenoe  Applied  to  Work.    By  J.  A.  Bower,    lllustnited.    is. 
Bdence  of  Eyery-Day  Life.    By  J.  A.  Bower.    Illustrated,    is. 
Sculpture.  A  Primer  Ot,    By  E.  Roscoe  Mullins.     Illustrated,    as.  6d. 
Shakspere's  Flays  for  School  Use.    illustrated.    9  Books.    6da  each. 
Spelling,  A  Complete  Manual  ot    By  J.  D.  Mokell,  LL.D.    is. 
TeohnicaJ  Educator,  Cassell'a     A  New  Cvcloposdia  of  Technical  Education, 
with  Coloured  Plates  and  Engravings.  Complete  in  Six  Vols.,  3s.  Cd.  each. 

Teehnlcal  Manuals,  OaBseU'&  illustrated  throughout.  16  Vols.,  from  as.  104$.  6d. 

{Listfrti  on  application. ) 
Technology,  Manuala  ot     Edited  by  Prof.  Ayrton,  F.R.S.,  and  Richard 

WoKMBLL,  D.Sc,  M.A.    Illustrated  throughout    (List  on  application.) 
nings  New  and  Old ;  or.  Stories  irom  English  History.    By  H.  O.  Arnold. 

Fokstbr,  M.P.   Fully  Illustrated.    Strongly  bound  in  cloth.    Seven  Books  from  gd. 

tc  IS.  8d. 
World  Of  0nn,7hia.   By  H.  O.  Arnold-Forster,  M.P.  Fully  Illustrated.  Cheap 

Edition,    as.  6d. 

Tfung  Citiieu.  The;  or,  Lessons  in  our  Laws.  By  H.  F.  Lester.  Fully 
Illustrated,    as.  6d. 


Selections  frotn  Cassell  «fe  Company's  Publications. 
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IBookB  for  fgoung  people. 

Two  Old  Ladles,  Two  Fooliah  Faixles,  and  a  Tom  Cat.  The  SuipiMbig  Ad- 
ventures of  Tuppy  and  Tue.  A  New  Fairy  Story.  By  Maggib  Bkownb.  With 
Four  Coloured  Plutes  and  Illustrations  in  text.    Cloth,  38.  6d. 

Uloky  nageo'B  Menagerlo ;  or,  Stnmge  AsimalB  and  their  Doinga,     By 

S.  H.  Uambk.     With  8  Coloured  Plates  and  othei  Illustrations  by  Harrv  Nbilson. 
Coloured  Boards,  is.  (d. 

The  Vtotorla  Fainting  Book  7or  Little  Folks.     Containing  about  300  Illus- 
trations suitable  for  Colouring,  zs. 
*'Uttte  Folks'*  BaU-Yearly  VOlnme.  Containing  480  pages  of  Letterpiress.  with 

Six  Fuli-pago  Coloured  Plates,  and  numerous  other  Pictures  printed  in  Colour. 

Picture  boards,  3s.  6d. ;  or  cloth  gilt,  gilt  edges,  5s. 
Bo-Feopi     A  Treasury  for  the  Little  Ones.     Yearly  Vol.    With  Original  Stories 

and  Verses.   Illustrated  with  Eight  Full-page  Coloured  Plates,  and  numerous  other 
r  Pictures  printed  in  Colour.    Elegant  picture  ooards,  2s.  6d. ;  doth,  3s.  Od. 

Btneatli  the  Banner.    Being  Narratives  of  Noble  Lives  and  Brave  Deeds.    By 

F.  J.  Cross.    Illustrated.    Limp  cloth,  is.  ;  cloth  boards,  gilt  edges,  as. 
Oood  Morning  !  Oood  Might  I    Morning  and  Evening  Readings  for  Children,  by 

the  Author  of  "  Beneath  the  Banner."    Fully  Illustrated.    Limp  cloth,  is.,  or  doth 

boards,  gilt  edges,  as. 
Five  Stars  tn  a  Uttle  FooL    By  Edith  Carrington.    Illustrated.    33.  6d. 
Merry  CUrls  of  England.    By  L.  T.  Meade.    3s.  6d. 
Beyond  the  Blue  Mountains.    By  L.  T.  Meade.    Illustrated.    5s. 
The  Cost  of  a  Mistake.    By  Sarah  Pitt.    Illustrated.    New  Edition.   2s.  £d. 
The  Feep  of  Day.    Casscll's  Illustrated  Edition.    2s.  6d. 
A  Book  of  Merry  Tales.    By  Maggie  Browne,  Sheila,  Isabel  Wilson,  &nd 

C.  L  Mat£aux.    Illustrated.    3s.  6d. 

A  Sunday  Story-Book.     By  Maggie  Browne,  Sam  Browne,  and  Aunt 

ETHBt.    Illustrated.    38.  6d. 
Story  Poems  for  Yonng  and  Old.    By  £.  Davenport.    35.  6d. 
Pleasant  Work  for  Bnsy  Fingers.    By  Maggie  Browne.    lUtistrated.    ss.  6d. 
Magio  at  Home.     By  Prof.  Hoffman.     Fully  Illustrated.     A  Series  of  easy 

and  startling  Conjuiing  Tricks  for  Beginners.     Cloth  gilt,  3s.  6d. 
Uttle  Mother  Bunoh.  By  Mrs.  Molesworth.  Illustrateo.  New  Edition,  2s.  6d. 
Heroes  of  Every-Day  Liie.    By  Lauka  Lane.     With  about  20  Full-page 

Illustrations.    956  pages,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  as.  6d. 
Ships,  Sailors,  and  the  Sea.    By  R.  J.  Cornew  all-Jones.    Hid.    as.  6d. 
Qlft  Books  for  Young  People.     By  Popular  Authors.     With   Four  Origioal 

lUuatrationa  in  each.    Cloth  gilt,  is.  6d.  each. 


Th*  Boy   Huntora    of   Keutuoky. 
adwkfd  S.  EUis. 


By 


Jaok  Kanton'a  AuOhor. 
Frank**  Ufit-Battla 

WaJ  w  Konk'a  ICotto  i  m,  *  Look  Sritaw 

Tou  Leap." 
Tim  Thomaon'a  Trial;  or,  **  All  ia  not  GMd 

that  auttera." 
tTraulA'a  Stombliuv-Bloak. 
Btttb'a  UCB-Work;  or,<'KoPalna.  uoCtaina.'* 
tXnole  Wmiam'a  Okargo. 

'Ckdden  Mottoes"  Series,  The.    Each  Book  containing  208  pages,  with  Four 
Fttll-page  Original  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  at,  each. 


B«d  raatbwrs  •  Talo  of  the  Amerioaa 
XVonttar.   By  Edwaid  S.  ElUs. 

VriVtmx  m."Xf  «  Long  Lauw  tkat  kaa 
no  Tnnunc.'* 

Vrlxyt  or.  "  Tboaa  wko  Llv«  In  Olaaa 
HonaM  akouldnt  ttirow  Stoaoa." 

XUiodaM  Baward. 


"HU  Deaporaadnm."   By  the  Rev.  F.  L»og- 

bridge,  M.A. 
**  Bear  and  Forbear."   By  Saiah  Pitt 
"Fovauoat  if  X  Oaa."    By  Helen  Atteridf{«. 


'  Honour  la  my  Ghiida."  By  Jeania  Herina 
(Mtit'.  Adams-Acton). 

'  Aim  at  a  Soro  Xnd."  By  EmOy  SaarcUOeld. 

'  He  Oonquera  who  Bnduraay  By  the  Author 
of  "  May  CtuuiiDKluni's  Tiki,*  Ac. 

«•  Cross  and  Crown"  Series,  The.   With  Four  Illustrations  in  each  Book.  Crown 
8vo,  356  pages,  as.  6d.  each. 

Heroea  of  tha  Indian  £mi>ire  t  or.  Storiea  of 

Valour  and  Victory.    By  EmMt  Foster. 

Ttaronah   Trial    to    Triumph ;   or,  "The 

4  B^al  Way."    By  MadnUM  Bonavk  Hum 


Strong  to  SuHtoi  A  Story  of  tko  Jowa.    By 

E.  Vynn« 
By  Fire  and  Sword  1  A  Stox^r  of  the  Hugue- 

note.   By  Tbemas  Archer. 


Adam  Bepbum'i  Vow :  A  Tale  of  Xlrk  aii4 
Ooveaant.    By  Annie  S.  Swan. 


Ko.  XXn. ;  or.  The  Story  of  the  Loat  VaataL 
A  Tai«  of  Eaily  Cluistiaa  Days.  By  EoHna 
ManbaU. 

Freedom'a  Sword  i  A  Story  of  tlie  Dayaof 
WaUaoo  end  Bruoe.    By  Aiaie  S.  Swaa. 
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Selections  frmn  CasseU  Js  Companj^s  IHtbiicatiMS. 


AllraiiiB  for  Cblldren. 

Vhe  Album  for  Hom«.  Sobool,  and  Fla^. 
,  Set  iu  bold  type,  and  utusuated  througbout 

"  Wanted— a  BUky  "  Series.    Cheap  Edition. 

By  JulU  God 


Price  3s.  6d.  each. 

Fiotore  Albom  of  All  Sorts.   lUustrctod. 
The  Oliit-OhAt  Album.    lUusUattd. 


■1    ss.  6d.  each. 


Valry  TalM  ta  other  lAnda. 

daid. 
Bobln'e  Bl«le.    By  Bllinor  Davenport  Adams. 


Waated— •  King;  or,  aow  Morle  set  the 
Kttraery  Abymea  to  Bights.  By  Maggie 
Browaft 


Cheap  Editions. 
By   C.    U 

By  C 


'  Peeps  Alnroad  "  Library. 

B«mbles    Bound    Ziondon. 
MatfaifT.    Illuatnted. 

Aiound  and  About  Old  Bnglmnd. 
L.  Matteux.    Illustrated^ 

f  ewa  end  Olawe.    By  one  of  the  Authors  of 
"  Poems  Written  for  a  Child."    Illustrated. 

Deoiatve  Bvente  in  History.    By  Thomas 
Archer.    With  Original  Illustrations. 

The  True  Boblneon  Onasoes. 

Petqps  Abroad  for  Folks  at  Home.    Illus- 
trated throughout 

Tbree-axid-Sizpeiuiy  Books  for  Youos 

Cloth  gilt,  3S.  6d.  each. 
Told  Out  of  Bohool.    By  A.  J.  Daniels. 
tBed  Bose  and   Tiger  Lily.     By  U  T. 
Meade. 
The  Bomanoe  of  Invention.      By  James 
Biiralcy. 
t  BashlXa  Fifteen.    By  L.  T.  Mrade. 
The  King's  Ooivunand.   A  Story  for  Oirls. 

By  Maggie  Symington. 
A  8«reet  Oirl  OradiMt&     By  L.  T.  Meade. 


Cloth  gilt,  2s.  6d.  each. 

Wild  Adventures  in  Wild  Plaoes.    By  Dr. 
Cordon  Stobles,  R.N.    Illustrated. 

aiodem  Xxplorers.   By  Thomas  Frost 
trated.    Ntw  and  Cktafer  Ettitien. 

Barly  Bzplorers.    By  Thomas  Frost 

Home  Ohat  with  our  Toung  Polks.    IIh» 
trated  throughout 

Jungle,    Peak,    and    Plain.      Illustrated 
throughout 

Peopla     With  Original  Illusttations. 

i  The  White  Bouse  at  Znoh  Oow.  By  Sarah 

Pitt 
t  Polly.    By  L.  T.  Meade. 
t  The  Palaoe  BeauttfuL.   By  L.  T.  Maad& 

"Follow  my  Iioader." 

For  Fortune  and  Olory. 

Lost  among  White  Afirioans. 
+  A  World  of  GHrls.  By  L.  T.  Meade. 


Books  noaxked  thus  f  can  also  be  had  in  extra  cloth  gilt,  gilt  edges,  5s.  each. 
Books  toy  Bdward  8.  EHis.    Illustrated.    Cloth,  2s.  6d.  each. 


A  strange  Crafft  and  Its 
Wonderfltl  Voyage. 

Pontiae,  Chief  of  the 
Ottawu.  A  Tale  of  the 
Siege  of  Detroit 

Zntbeuaav  of  the  Pioneers. 

The  Phantom  of  the  Biver. 

Shod  with  SUenoe. 

The  Great  Oattie  TraU. 

The  Path  tn  the  Aavine 


The  Hunters  of  the  Osark. 
The  Camp  in  the  Mountains 
Ned  in  the  Woods.    A  Tale 

of  Early  Iteys  fa)  the  West 
Down  the  MlsslBsippi. 
The  Last  War  TraU.    _  , 
Ned  on  the  Biver.    A  Tale 

of  Indian  River  Warfare. 
Footerints  in  tJie  Forest 
Vp  the  Tapajos. 


Ned  in  the  Blook  House. 

A  story  of  Pioneer  Life  hi 

Kentucky. 
The  Young  Banohers. 
The  Ziosta'raU. 
Camp-Fire  and  Wigwam. 
I«Bt  in  the  WUds. 
Itost  in  Samoa.     A  Tale  of 

Adventure  in  the  Navigator 

Islands. 


Ted;  or,  **  Getting  Bvcm"  with  Him. 


6d.  each. 


Oassell's  Picture  Story  Books.    Each  containing  60  pages. 

Auntie's  Stories. 
Birdie's  Story  Book. 
UtUe  Chimes. 
A  Sheaf  of  Tales. 
Dewdrop  Stories. 


Xiittle  Talks. 
Bright  Stars. 
Nursery  Joys. 
Pet's  Posy. 
Tiny  Tales. 


Daisy's  Story  Book. 
Dot's  Story  Book. 
A  Neat  of  Stories. 
Ck>od  Night  Stories. 
Chats  for  SmaU  Chatterers. 


Illustrated  Books  for  the 

lUuBtrated.    gd.  cixh. 
Brlaht  Tales  and  F  tinny 

Clotures.   _  . 
Henry  Little  T^es.  ,  ^^^, 
LitUe    Tales     for    7Jlttle 

People.  .    „^  ^ 

Uttle  People  and  Their 

Pets. 
Tales  Told  for  Suc.day. 
Sunday  Stoxtos  for  SmaU 

People. 
Btoorles  and  Pioturos  for 

Sunday. 


Little  Onea    Containing  interesting  Stories.    All 


Bible  Pictures  for  Boya 

and  Olria. 
Firelight  Stories. 
Sunlignt  and  Shade. 
Bui>-«rdnb  Tolea.  _ 

Fine  Feathers  and  FluSy 

Fur. 
Sorambles  and  Sorapes. 
TitUe  TatUe  Tales. 
Dumb  Friends. 
Indoors  and  Out. 
Some  Farm  Friends. 

fhtiMtig  Story  Booka    All  Illustrated,  and  containing 

The  Cuokoo  in  the  Bobln'a 


Seventeen  Cats. 
Bunty  and  the  Boys. 
The  Hei*  of  Blmdale. 
CQalmed  at  Last,  and  Boy's 

Beward. 
Thorna  and  Taaglea. 


John's  Mistake.         [Nest 
Diamonds  in  the  Sand. 
Surly  Bob. 
The  History  of  Five  Littlo 

Pitchers. 
The  OUnt's  Cradle. 


Those  Oolden  Sands. 
Little  Mothers  and  their 

Children. 
Our  Pretty  Pets. 
Our  Sohoolday  Hours. 
Oreattires  Tame. 
Creatures  WUd. 
tfp  and  Down  the  Garden. 
Au  Sorto  of  Adventuraa. 
Our  Sunday  Stortea. 
Our  HoUdajr  Houra. 
Wandering  Ways. 

Interesting  Storiea 
Shag  and  DoU. 
The  Coat  of  Bevenge 
Clever  Frank. 
Among  the  Bedskina 
The  Ferryman  of  BrllL 
Ilarry  MazweU  • 
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Seltcikns  from  CasseU  A  Company  s  Pttblieatutu. 


MglitlMnipwmy  Story  Booka    All  nhistiQted  throughout 


M  WUlis  Wtakl*. 
\A  Downs  or 

WM.Ulator 


•  Soa- 


tli0  Tiwltlfff- 

'  .*«  Imeiii  otliar  Storioa. 


Th*  Ohtp  "Bag; 
BoBM  fnm  SlL 

BrXiwidMid  MM. 


Tom  XoRlsM  Srrar. 

**  Tbrongb  Vlood— Throagh 

The  dirl  with  fh*  OoldM 

TiOttlWi 
StoriM  of  tha  Oldm  naMb 


V 


UtoMT  of  Womdin.    Illustrated  Gift-books  for  Boys.    Cloth,  is.  6d. 

WoaAmii,  ofAainud  Xaattnot.  i       Woadsni  of  Bodily  Strwictli  and  akUL 


V/ondatftil  Balloon  Aaoanta. 


Tlw  "World  In  FloturM"  SorlM 
It.  6d.  each. 
AUtlia  Boaalaa. 
Ohata  about  Oanaaay. 
Baepa  into  OliliM. 
Tha  Xiand  of  fryramlda  (Bgypt). 


Illustrated  throughout    ClUap  EdUioH, 


Tha  Haatam  Wondartaad  (Jiq^n). 
Ollmpaaa  of  Boatb  Amenwb 

Tha  Xiand  of  Taawlaa  (Xndia). 
Tha  lalaa  of  tha  VaaUa 


Two-llifflliig  stoiy  Books. 

ICaicarat^a  Bnamy. 
Btoxlaa  of  tha  Towar. 
Kr.  Burka'a  Mieooa. 
Tha  Top  of  tha    Laddars 
Bow  to  Saaoh  it. 

Bolf-Orow&  Btory  Books. 

OaBoaid  fha  EtmtrmUmt  or,  I 

Xartin  Iiaii^'a  Xiog;  I 

BatbarWaat.  | 

Tor  Qnaaa  and  Kine.  I 


All  Illustrated. 

Xiittla  notaaau 

Tha  Ohildran  of  tha  Court. 

Tha  Tour  Oata  of  tha  Tip- 

partona. 
xattta  Volka'  Sunday  Book. 
Two  Tourpanny  Bita. 


FarUa  Afloat  and  Bxlsaada 

Aahore. 
Workinc  to  Win. 
▲t  the  South  Pote. 


Poor  Nelly. 

Tom  Harlot. 

▲nnt  Tabithnni  Waiih. 

ZnKiaohlaf  Acaln. 

Ponry.  and  other  Talaa. 


Ploturea  of    Sohool  lAt» 
and  Boyhood. 


CmsAU's  notorial  Sorap  Book. 

6d.  each. 


In  Six  Books,  each  containing  3a  pages, 


Books  for  tke  Little  Onos.    Fully  Illustrated. 


Bhymea  for  the  Tonne  Polk.  Bjr  WilUaa 
AlUnghaiB.    Bcautiflilly  niuitnted.   is.«d. 

The  Sunday  Sorap  Book.  With  Several 
Hundred  IHusLTetioiu.  BoMds,  3s.  M. ;  cloth, 
gOt  edges,  51. 


Oaaaall'a  Kobtnaon  Oruaoa.  Wkh  no 
IUiittratloe&    Cloth,  31.  «d.:  gilt  edm,  •». 

Tha  Old  Valnr  TiOae.  With  Oiigiiial  &ia- 
tntioM.    Clotn,  IS. 

OaaaeU*s  Swiaa  Pamlly  Bobinaon.  lUui- 
tmted.    Cloth.  31.  «d.:  gilt  edges.  St. 

The  Waw  "Zilttla  Polka"  Painting  Book.   Contatnlng  nesriy  350  OutHM  Illustrations  suitable  for 

ColO!llillg.    IS. 


Dm  World's  Workors.    A  Series  of  New  and  Original  Volumes  by  Popular 
Anthcn.    With  Portraits  primed  oa  a  tint  as  Frontispisce.    is.  each. 


John  OMaaell.    By  G.  HoMen  Pike. 
C«arlea  ~ 


By  RoM  B.  Selfob 
reaton,  and  Xza. 


gft^^^i^^ff  Spuryson.    By  G.  Holden 

tSkm. 
Sit.  Arnold  ofBuCI>y. 
Tha  Swrl  of  ShaRaabury. 
SarahSobinaon.  Agnaa  Wc 

Xavaditta. 

ThamaaA.BdiionandSamnelP.B.Kora& 
Mra.  SomarvlUa  and  Kary  Carpenter. 
Oanarat  Gordon. 
Qharlee  Diokans. 
tfloranoe  Nighttngala.  Oatharlna  Xarah, 

Pranoee  Bidley  Havergnl,  Vra.  Baa- 


, Uey  _ 

yard(»ZbN.B."). 


Dr.  Ghithria,  Pather  Xathow,  XUhn  Bor- 

ritt,  Joseph  UTeaey. 
Sir  Banry  HaTelook  and  Oottn  Oaapball, 

Lord  Clyde. 
Abraham  Linooln. 
David  UTlngatono. 
Oearge  X^er  and  Andraw  Baad. 
Blohard  C^>dan. 
Benjamin  PranlcUn. 

Turner  the  Artist 

OeOTM  and  Bobert  staphonaoa. 

Sir  ntua  Salt  and  0«OTse  Xoorob 


•e*  llu  mb»vt  fr«rJtt  emm  mlu  I*  had  TArti  At  Otu  I'M,  t/»tk,giU  tigu,  ah 


CASSMLL 


A  COMPANY^   Limited,  iMdpiU  HiU,  Londm; 
Parity  Ntw  York  S  Melbourne. 
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